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“YOU LOUK LIKE A LITTLE WHITE GHOST TO-NIGHT|” SAID GUY, TENDERLY. 


AN UNEXPECTED INHERITANCE. 


(A NOVELETTE.) 
CHAPTER L. 


Iv ts usually considered a good thing for a man 
to belong to a high family and to rich relations, 
but there is no rule without and 





Mr. M 


orfon had been the grandson of one | London, and rents pleasant studio in the laby- 


English earl, the nephew of another, and was | rinths of old Chelsea, he was quite content; a 


first cousin of a third. Bat the present 
Lord Delaval was strong and hearty; he had 
married young, and already set up a nursery, 
besides the contents of the nursery pos- 

s younger brother to stand between his 

and all dreams of an earldom Bt, 

him justice, Gay never dreamed of succeed- 

of Delaval, only he thought 

ee should have to work for 

rst ; 


in water-colours, 
guch-like efforts, 
helor comfort, but 
could offer to a 


whiz 
ae 


i 
GPs 





lotus-eater by nature he drifted with the tide, 
and things went very happily wich him, happier 
by far than he deserved. 

This last is our verdict, not Guy's own, or 
that of his particular friends, Mr, Morion was 
a very popular character—a detrimental, it fe 
true, but an ornament to any London drawing- 
room. 

Belgravian matrons warned their daughters 
agsiost any “entanglement” with the young 
artist, but for all that he was free to come and 
go, to enjoy a larger extent of intimacy with the 
young ladies of a family than many more eligible 
men, But then Gay had one great quality ; he 
was never particular in his atternt'ons—an arrant 
flirt, mothers said to each other ; but then he 
flirted with all women alike; he never picked 
out one special fair one, and tortured her 
mother’s heart with the fear she might be falling 
in love with him. 

Truth to ssy, Gay seemed never to think of 
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of 
usual bead mutant and when at the 
num! te, w at 
stroke of midnight he tore 
reception at Lady C.’s his hostess never doubted 
a a ee 


"© No,” anid Gay, fixing his dark blue ~ on 
her indysbip's face, “Tam home. I bave 
been very gay lately, sad I as if a course of 
early houra benefit both my health and 
temper.” 


The Marchioness smiled. 
“Neither seeme to me 
ment; and, Mr. Moion, I was 
a home in London. Have 
and your sisters arrived in town!” 
“ Heaven forbid!” said Goy, 
bag your on, Lady ©., bat after ten 
knocking about the world combined 
ing Lenpanbatbersct Ts aig unmarried 
sistera presente ra an app prespect,” 
“You are quite too shocking, Mr, » Morions 
but, to be serious, where are you living 1” 
* Nowhere.” 
"You must have a shelter somewhere.” 
“Precisely. I have a shelter in the neigh- 
bourhood of Chelete, where I manage to page 


time very ly." 
“What ts & shelter?” giked Lady C., for. 
wens 8 ee oye Yas: "ig sounds | 


7 





the nearest London suburbs, 

Mr. Mate walked up a garden: but 
of making for the front door he turned 
towards a quaint, oc -shaped room whose 
windows opened on to the garden ; he turned the 
handle of one of these and walked in. 


it had been Guy's home for five years, and he 
had furnished and béautified {t after bis own 
i and the result was perfect to an artistic 


M Picture to yourself a long, low room of an 
octagon shape, divided across the centre by thick 
curtains of heavy Roman satin of a dull lurid 
hus, caught back by quaint silver chains ; 
floor was bare save for a few Eastern mgs 


-legzed and high- 
backed type, which carry one back to the days of 
tulip-wood and Qaeen Aune ; there were quaiut 


bees miles in the county, ianigal ot in ene of 






a 


from head to foot iq spite of the smeet June 
“Oh, Gay, 3 Seater 0 te Vey ‘wrens 1" 


i ” 

wit what is rong my dearest } 

Yea like eine here, Raby !” 

* Ob, yes, bus———" 

"It is never wrong to.do what one likes if is 
doesn't hurt other people. Sit down, child, oud 
talk tome. Do you know it is three whois day. 
vores you to myself even for 4 halt 

our,” 

“ And after to-night you will never have me 
again,” sald Raby, with a kind of choked sob, 
“never sny more, Guy. Only think of i+,” 

“T shall not think of anything eo foolish. What 
hae put such an idea into your head, Raby!’ 

“We are golng away.” 

It was the very last answer he had expected, 


carelessly sbout, and polished to '# | and he felt surprised. That Madame Hil:on, the 


oe. pa pretty, ~—s Raby, would have 
y pproved of their stolen meetings bh 
knew weil, but Madame was an {nvalid, In the 
year she had lived at Globe Cottage, she had 
never left her Saha of her taking 
ae 


Ive gale etd ma Raby, with the 


ma and Mis. Green 












were for . time to-day, and when 
Mrs. gone downs! mamma told me 
we 86 away.” 


_ {Surely Jou aked your 
Rittle 1 
e a eeakiy ike 









Peet | ata ask har iat ie 
7 aor bien. , f Engi i, thin when heard t 

“Cay laughed? . a 3 ie to sunt; = a fai ot " beg oy.to.wand. ‘on Ale ae 
a “gan have me oO ” Then, looking 4. was. round ; 

Plager Lixin ve hones, pest snes. goo Se saw that » little band had pushed back oly Lied caceodi EAS abhbets erse'ah he bas 
poss hs the distinetlon? cae. Tight of ths rooms fn young ees Se ‘Hilton as much as af this time 
Ls room, D as cf} ( 

PFT tl pune "tg © Vibg slowly to meet him. &6 gma nl of enng soyone—loved her far 
He shrugged his dhaitders. "A girl! Well, as far as years went, as cnet are 9 sweetheart. You most 
“Hardly. I possess what my land'ady fac * good 0 ore ee staal a fee 4a ne a _-ngghenal 

ite of them.’ I have fitted was & one ; actus uby Hilton's F * Bat. ay ner wre 50 and 
. ” A dave ~~ “ar girlhood was * a thing o ~When a in Ang Somat iid, you know.’ 


“I know,” siid Lady C., § 
“one of those , untidy places are a 
mais of dark oak an 

‘«'The description does you at Lady Car- 
shalton.” 

“I wish you would invite me to tea!” 

**T never have such a thing, 

“It is quite the thing now for artists to in- 


vite their friends to tea. We might get up a 


charming little party.” 

Gay shook his head. 

‘* The honour would wer me, and make 
me incapable of finishing tt ne picture I hope to 
see in next year’s Academy.” 

“ You have really begun it, then?” 

*'T¢ is more than half finished.” 

“ Aad what is the eubject?”’ 

“ That is a secret.” 

“Bat you will tell me?” with: the slightest 
Mitle emphasis on the last word ; “even Carshal- 
ton admits that I can keep a secret.” 

“T will not tax you with it, It wants nearly 
a year till next May, Lady Carshalton.” 

“Take care; if you are too mysterious I shall 
— your sanctum, and come to peep for my- 
ee i] 

“ All right,” said Guy, with a smile; and it 
was only when the artist had takea kis leave my 
lady remembered she would be powerless to put 
her threat into execution, since ali she knew of 
Mr. Morion’s “shelter’’ was that {b lay some- 
where in Chelsea. 

Guy called a cab as acon as he was clear of the 
Carshalton mansion, but even to the driver his 
directions were not very explicit, 

‘Cheyne Walk,” 

*' What number, sir?” 

*'No number ; the corner,”’ 

Is was quite ten minutes’ walk after he left 
the cab before he reached his destination, ao 
small ae + te In a closely-trimmed hedge, as 


maiden has learnt to ti om, every fibre of her 


Ruby was eighteen, and fairas she was - 
her beau en cata oe bad, She 
of women who develop late; she was 
alight and graceful but her figure lacked "the sym- 
metry and elegance a few years would give it. Her 
ac bear oval, itawild Se ee 
with every emotion ; her mouth was f 
and sweet, etampedalready with a wonderful power 
of patience and endurance ; her eyes were glorious 
dark, velvety brown, and her soul shone fn 
thelr depths ; her low, broad forehead framed by 
masses of dark wavy hair; her pretty, shell-like 
ears made up the description of @ face which 
—* rare beauty in a few years’ time, and 
ee peers sufficient charma to attract the 
fancy of wextenaie Guy Morion. 
ts Raby 1” 

She had advanced further into the room, and 
when he uttered one word was standing 
almost at his elbow. 

‘Raby i” 

“I thought you were never coming,” she ssid, 
without a shadow of reproach, but In a tone of 
glad delight. ‘‘Guy, I was setting in despair.” 

“Do I ever fail you, Raby?” 

"No, bat——” 

* what, little one }” 

* w you bad gone to a beantiful ball, and 
- ho time would passeo quickly you might 


"Forget my ‘little girl! I have a better 
memory than you give me credit for. Sib down, 
sweetheart, and do nob tremble =». You look 





rural and ve-looking as though it bad 


like a Httle white ghost to-night, Raby !” 
Perhaps she was cold, certainly ahe 








nature, has awoke to the consciousness that she F 


I want you more 


. my heir said Roby, 


b you, and mother hae 





“My fay, Be don"t you see it for yourself? 

If Mrs. Hilton leaves England, the chances are 

will Po return. She is of foreign ex- 

a has no tiles here. If you go with 

aa you, Ruby, for my career ties me 
to 

The 

on 


I's face sank down until ib was hidden 
his =! he could feel the hand he stil) 
trem 


“*T thought you would come with us.” 

“I! Raby, you must be beside yourself!” 

*'So many artists live abroad,” Raby, 
appealingly, “and if you would only let me tel? 
mamms, we might be so happy.” 

"You aay told her.youreelf, perhaps,” he 
The pecarital eyes flashed with sorrowful re- 


“I have never told « human creatare. ms 
will, promised you to it a secret, an 
never break my word.” oe 

“You ses, cow’ ro said, gently, ‘‘I am 
over head and in debt, and and I haven't 
painted septhdngs mn more than pot-boilers for 
months. I'm desperately down in my luck, 
dear,” 

I think every true woman since the world 
began is tenderer and more loving to a man 
when he tells her frankly he fe “down is bis 


Raby vestied the least bit closer to Guy and 
maurmured,— , 
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“J mean to be so careful and economical, I 
will help you cor ope 

"You can p me now by keeping our 
seach ok ta po Baty, 0 woriabe 
if ib got about, would never speak to 
me again ; and, till I make a fortune for myoself, 
I can tell you it’s very useful to be on good 
terms with ove’a rich relations,” 

The girl turned to him with a little sob. 


even 
very 
va net. pn love her better than anyone in the 
whole world,” confessed the girl, 
“ And now?” 
“T love her next to you.” 


you happy yet. Mra, Hilton has no idea of our 
secret, has she, Ruby 1” 

“Not the least in the world, Mra. Greene 
waa speaking of you to-day, and mother never 
seemed even to hear what she was saying, 
Pout Ser | there are so few things interest 
her {” 

“She fe ill?” 

“Sse cannobh-walk. She was hurt at the 
theatre one night—the m ry was not 
ang and she fell, It was just before we came 

ere.” 

* Can you remember your father, Ruby }” 

Ruby shook her head. 

I think he died when I was very small, for I 
cinnot even remember his face, and mother never 
speake of him.” 

" Was he an actor, too?” 

- "T don’t kunow—I don’t think so,” 

“Hae your mother friends abroad that she fs 
80 anxious to go there t” 

“T don't think so, We have never had any 
friends since I can remember, except the manager 
end the ladies in the company, Mr. Ellerson 
wanted mother to let me go on the stage. He 
eald he would see after the But mother 
only shook her head and sald my father would 
aot have liked it. That is why I think he could 
not have been an actor.” 

“ And when are you 7” 

a. ~ aoe. aay eye I go? 
ow can I part from 0 ‘ou come 
with, us just for a tittle erhile t” 

“And what would Mrs. Hilton say at my 
presumption in joining her just because 1 had 
been a fellow-lodger just for a year or so 1” 

“Gay, if you would only let me tell her.” 

“I thought we had settled that question, 
Raby. Of course, if you like to break your word 
and betray our secret to Mrs. Hilton I can’t 
prevent you, only you must understand it means 
tuln for me |” 

Raby’s eyes filled, 

"T only want to tell mother.” 

25 ~ there is no occasion,” 

“T can’t bear decelving her.” 

“That's a necessary evil, Never mind, chére. 
a your eyes, I must get on soon, and 

eo——"” j 

“ You will leb me tell mother!” 

" You shall tell the whole world |” 

“Guy!” 

" try j 

“Do you think it will be before you 
tet _ tell my mother?” Hs Mey ’ 

“No; a few months, perhaps & few weeks. 
a My matter, Ruby? You are all of a 

8 


She collected herself by an effurt, aud Gay 
" oat oop a Mhaatad iydo taba thin Saal 
or Smith. I must be ia a position to entertain 
my friends, and possess some better 


than these old-fashioned rooms before I make the 
Announcement.” 

Ruby blushed crimeon. 

“I like fhese dear old rooms ; no other place 
could be so precious to me.” 

“You are sentimental, child. You forget I 
have lived ten years longer ia the world than you, 
and had that sort of thing pretty well battered 
out of me,” 

“Gay, what Is Lady Delaval like?” 

“The Countess!” and Gay reflected a minute, 
**Oh, she’s rather nice] She was a governess, 
or something of the kind, when Delava! met her 
abroad, They've been married three years, have 
one boy, and are a most romantically devoted 


* And they live at Delaval Castle!” 

“And bave fifty thousand a year to keep It 
up. With fifty thousand a year for two people 
et really I ey Delaval might afford 


“Has he many ?” 
“ Myself and @ brother in an Indian regiment. 
Perey Morion {fs about as poverty-stricken as I 
snd bat I believe Delaval does do something for 


“ And you will bea great artiet some doy, and 
t of them all!” 

“ Ah! bub a little help would be very sccep- 
table meanwhile.” 

“I must go,” eaid Raby, hurriedly, av ihs 
clock chimed three, “ Oh! Gay, how I long for 
the time when we can meet without al! these 
fears and precautions, when everyone may know 
that we belong to each other,” 

“We know it ourselves, Raby, and that’s 
enough for me, Now, child, when shall I eee 
you egain—to-morrow! There fa only a fort- 
night, you know, to your leaving Globe © »ttage, 
and we rmnet meet often.” 

“ Not to-morrow, the next day.” 

“It is to-morrow now,’’ sald Gay, kissing her, 
**for the day haz begun ; and, Ruby, if I want 
rt ha you will you look in the majolica 
vase }” 

It was a large flower vase which stood in the 
window filled with everlastings. It was Guy 
Morion’s habit uever to put fresh flowers or any- 

bat these pale, besten everlastings in th's 


receptacle. 

His landlady thought its strange fancy, She 
Hittle guessed the old vase was a kind of private 
post-office—that a love affair was going on be- 
neath her roof--under her very eyes, as it were 
—of which ehe had no cognizance. 

Ruby sped away to her own premises. Globe 
Cottage was @ large, roomy house, only two 
stories high, but double-fronted, which last 
fact was peculiarly suitable to Mrs, Grean’s 
establishment. 

Gay Morion’s rooms were ov the ground-floor, 
occu all one side of the door ; the remain- 
ing downsteir rooms, separated from the artist's 

& good broad passage, were offices and 
tchens ; above, ons side was given up by the 
said lady to her own family, and the other let to 
Madame Hilton, whose apartments were imme- 
diately over Guy's, to which they corresponded 
{n siz3 and shape, 

Globe Cottage boasted two staircases; the 
back one leading to the kitchens was always 
used by the landlady, her ‘‘girl,” and the 
children; the other was sacred to the lodgers, 
and as Madame Hilton never left her own room, 
and Guy had no cause to go upstairs, it came 
about that the on!y creature who up the 
broad oaken stairs was Raby. This fact, doubt- 
less, had made the lovers’ mestiogs easier, 

For more than six months these strapge noc- 
turnal meetings had gone on, Theacquaintance, 
begun by a simple accident, had been prosecuted 
by Guy with ardour, and Raby was not strong 

to resist the flood of sunshine his love 

into her life ; end of the year apent by 
the gftl at Globe Cot more than half had 
been brightened by stravge intercourse, 
which made at once her happiness and her fear. 

Left alone Guy lighted a cigar, mixed him- 
self zome soda-and-brandy, and sab down to 
think. 

made 





residence ! some 


Madame Hiiton’s approaching departure 
decided step conintely necessary to him, 








his needy relations |” 








unless he was prepared to bid farewell for ever 
to his little love. 

Like many men of his class, Mr. Morion was 
particularly short of ready-money. His whole 
wealth at that moment was under five pounds, 
and he saw no chance of any cash coming fn for 
soms time. 

Mrs, Green knew bin well, and finding him s 
good tenant was content to take her money as It 
suited him to pay it, She probably charged about 
double as much as she would have done had eho 
been punctually paid, but as Mr. Morion ‘was 
unconscious of this it did not trouble him, and 
both parties were well pleased ; but this peca- 
oo arrangement made a sudden move impractic- 
able, 
Guy could have afforded tix months to idie 
away at country houses; he could not do us 
Ruby wished, and follow her and her mother 
abroad, for the simple reason he would bave to 
be his own hoet, and foreign hotels and pensions 
are not fond of giving credit. 

“TI fancy the woman could be persuaded to 
stay in Eogland. I'm sure I-thought she had 
one foot in the grave, and couldn't last more 
than a few weeks, I always expected her death 
to simplify matters, Follow them sbroad 
indesd ! if I had the money I should object to 
that plan, I want nothing to do with Madame 
Hilton, There's generally something queer 
about a woman who puts a foreign title before 
an English name, and I think the best thing for 
me and Raby would be if the widow would 
kindly hasten her departure to a better world. 
I'll pump Mrs. Green about her to-morrow— 
that woman's as sharp as a needle, If there's 
anything to find out about Madame, depend upon 
it she’s discovered it.” 

Ten o'clock the next day Guy, in « black 
velvet painting evit, breakfaeting off devilled 
kidneye, Mrs. Green, with whom he was a prime 
favourite, waiting on him herself. 

“You look quite in the blues,” said Mr. 
Morfon, who otcasioually condescended to 
gouip with the good woman who presided over 
his creature comforts, “Is there anything wrong 
this morning 1" 

‘When a hard-working widow, sir, does her 
best for her lodgers, and spares no troublo 
to make them comfortable she doesn’t like 
to be given a fortnight’s notice without rhyme 
or resson.” 

“ My good Mrs. Green, I haven’t given you a 
fortnight’s notice, and I assure you ff ever I tear 
myself away from Globe Cottage I shall have 
some very strong and forcible reason for euch a 
sacrifice.” 

Mra. Green's featurea relaxed ; she positively 
smiled. 

"T'm not thinking of you, sir; it’s that 
Madame Hilton upstairs, though why she calie 
herself ‘ Madame’ which anyone can see she’s 
English born and bred, I can’) make ont,” 

“Then Mra, Hilton is going away 1” said Guy, 
adopting the Enaglieh title unconsciously. 

"She is, sir; she had a letter yesterday, or 
rather, a telegram. Of course I can’t tell what 
was Inft, She's had but two letters since she 
came here. The moment she'd read the thing 
she rang the bell for me, and gave me a fore- 
night’s notice, I declare I was that put out, if 
it had not been for pretty Miss Ruby I'd have 
made her clear out then, beg and baggage.” 

“ And you have no idea of her motive?” 

Mrs. Green shook her head. 

‘She's as close as—as I don’t know what. 
Why, Mr. Morion, she’s been here over a year, 
and I know no more about her than the first day 
she set foot in my house,”’ 

* You didn’t know much, then?” 

" No, I didn’t,” aald Mrs. Green, in anaggrieved 
tone. “Miss Ruby came to look at the rooms, 
and I took a fancy to her at once. She sald 
her mamma had been an actress, and hurt her 
spine, and that they kept no company. [1's as 
true ascan be. Not s creature's ever been to see 
‘em. The rent’s b:ea punctual to the 
moment, and I must eay ‘va never given me 
more trouble than they pr help ; bat, all the 
same, I hate mysteries, People are never s0 
close about themeelves, Mr. Morion, unless 
they’ve something to hide, and I should never be 
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surprised to find out that Mademe, as she calle 
herself, was a downright bad “un.” 

Pleasant this for the man who was ip love with 
Madame's daughter. 

“ The girl looke ladylike,”’ he said with atudied 
carelessness. “ Of course I've never set eyes on 
the mother,” 

* She is a lady, right enough,” admitted Mrs. 
Greep, ‘and for all she is so close, she bas a 
pleasant way with her ; only she always looks as 
if ber mind had gone off roaming somewhere, 
and ehe didn’t know what you were talking 
about.” 

** So old and infirm as that }"” 

** Not a bid old, slr—not a day over forty, and 
she looks leas. She’s the most beautiful iace I 
ever saw, and the saddest, too. I tell Green 
sometimes, she looks like someone who's com- 
mitted an awful crime, and been fretting over it 
ever since; bud, there, she’s going, sir, and I 
don’t suppose we shall ever see or hear an 
of her again, You god your letters last night 
sappose, Mr. Morion ?” 

“Letters!” and Guy siretched himself, 
lasy, ‘Oh, no; I never troubled my head 
about them. I often wish there was only one 
posta day. As I can’t alter the existing regula- 
tion I make it a habit never to open the pile but 
once aday. I let them al) accumulate till after 
breakfast ; then I alt down and plod wearily 
through them. There were twenty-five yester- 
day, Mrs. Green, and more than half of them 

s.”" 

“Bat, sir, one of those that came yes- 
terday was marked ‘Important,’ and I think there 
was a telegram, too. I told the ‘gir] to put them 
against thelamp, I thought surely you must see 
them then.” 


Guy knew perfectly well what had driven 
them out of his mind ; but he only ssid, care- 
lessly,— 

“I'll go to my martyrdom now. I shall stroll 
down to the summer-house to smoke a cigar, and 

ll take the whole bandle down with me—yes- 
terday’s and this morning’s too. Then I shall 
feel as if I'd done my duty bythe world at 
large.” 

Never a man who excited himeelf less than 
Guy Morion, He knew perfectly that more 
than a dozen long-suffering creditors were on the 
polat of seeing him, and yet he began his survey 
of the lofty pile of envelopes with the most 
perfect calm. 

He coldly sorted the pile into two heaps—one 
of dainty - crested and monogramed envelopes, 
which he gaessed to be invitations, and mentally 
labelled ‘' Harmless ;” the other, omicously 
suggestive of duns’ and lawyere’ letters, and 
bracketed In Guy's own mind as “ Dangercus,” 

Thisdone he took up the telegram and sur- 
veyed it curlously. 

“IT never yet heard of anyone being dunned 
for money hy telegram, bub perhaps it’s a new 
fashion only just come in, Anyway, I suppose 
I had better read it, so here goes.” 

Tt was very shorb, and certainly contained no 
eppliication for money; yet ite summons waa 
imperative, and-—greatest surprise of all—the 
sender was bis cousia’s wife, Lady Delaval :— 

** Come down at once,” 

Gay read itagain and again, and could make 
nothing of it, There had been a slight. coolness 
of late between him and his noble relations, 

The Earl and Countess were what the young 
artist called an absurdly domesticated pair. 
They had not come up to London for the season, 
and Guy grudged the omission, , 

If Delaval had been in town it would have 
meant the free rnn of the Earl’s tradespeople for 
hiueelf. ap sae a thonsand a-year had 
no right to be niggardly, he argued, and he had 
actually hinted to the peer that a little ready 
mecney would be most acceptable to himself, an 
the Earl not choosing to take the hint, a 
decided coldness ensued, Now here was the 
summons :— 

** Come down at once.” 

Woat could it mean? Involuntarily Gay's 
sye wandered over his other letters to see if any 
of them afforded a clue, 

He knew the trains to Delaval by heart, He 
could eatch nothing before one o'clock. He had 


an hour and a-half before he need think of leav- 
Cheleea, 


e might as well work through his corre- 
® and see if none of his Wtters ex: 


E 
a 


munication from Cleghorn and 
Harris, who for years had managed the affairs of 
the Delavals, 


to the funeral conc!uded the lawyer’s brief com- 
munication. 

“ Poor livtle beggar!” thought Gay, a little 
pityipgly, for he was by no means a bad-hearted 
man, and the helr of fifty thousand a-year being 
cut cff from his honours seemed to him a 
genuine cause for regret. “I expect Delaval 
is awfully cub up. They both just idolised that 
child, bat they are neither of them thirty, and 
will probably have half-a-dozen more before ten 
years are over their heads. Of course J’il go 
down, - see itall now. Val is oe up by 
grief—he never was very stropg—and wants me 
to see to things. Til do the best I can for him, 
though I'm afraid I don’t know much of a land- 
lord’s duties, having had but little experience, 
I hope Percy out in India won't begin to build 
castles in the air when he hearse of this. Lady 
Delaval’s a mere girl, and may have a dozen 
children yet, Well, I'll see Mrs. Green at once,” 

The landlady received his news with com- 
miseration, not unmixed with awe. To her the 
fact of her lodger being summoned to the 
funeral of a viscount, and to console an earl and 
countess, seemed to reflect an honour on her 
house, and she readily promised to pack Mr. 
Morfon’s things at once, and have s cab abt the 
cottage in good time for the oue o’clock train. 

Before the cab came the old majolica vase had 
received this brief note,— 


“My Dartina,—My cousins are in awful 
trouble, and have sent for me. I don’t suppose 
I shall be away more than two days. I shall 
make as much haste as possible to get back to 
my chére. You will hear from Mrs. Green when 
she expects me. Let me see you the evening I 
return at the old time and 
darling, always, “Gur.” 


CHAPTER IL. 


DgxiavyaL Castle was a lovely place in Mon- 
mouthahire—a good seven miles from the nearest 
rallway station, which, being itself on a remote 
branch Jine, made communication with London 
slow and troublesome. 

Bat Valentine, the present ear), and his wife, 
Eunice, minded nothing of this, Guy had des- 
cribed them exactly as Fore | were—a wy 
loving: hearted pair, who but little for their 
rank and splendour, but a very great deal for 
each other, and for the little life entrusted to 
thelr care. Percy Morion received much sub- 
stantial help from his brother, and had been told 
more than once that when he wished to marry 
Valentine would advance his fortune to one not 
unpleasing to the critical parents of the lady- 
love he might select. 

“I shall marry when I find a wife like yours,” 
Perey wrote back, gratefully; ‘‘ meanwhile, I 
am quite rich enough for a bachelor, and I re- 
gard you as & model brother.” 

This letter had been received not three months 
before Guy Morlon’s summons to the Castle, 
Valentine atrangely grave as he handed it 
to his wife, 

“Percy ts only twenty-eight,” said Lady 
Delaval, a little perplexed. ‘“ Really, there is no 
hurry for him to marry yet if he is averse to it, 
Val. I can’t understand what makes you so 
anxious about it.” 

“ And I cannot explain % to you, dear, only, 
trust me, I have the most important wishes to 
see Percy married,” 





y , 
" Are you afrald of his becoming fast!” asked 





“But you are nob ill,” cried the wife, in 
aby stands before Percy.” 

e is a strange super- 
atition in a Eunice, You are too sen- 
y trouble over it, so perhaps 

I had better tell it you. An Harl of Delaval not 
born at the Castle never pseses his thirtieth 


“és t utter nonsense! Do you actually 
mean, Val, that you believe in it?’ 

“To has been proved again and again, Eunice, 
I think it dates from the time of good Queen 
Bees, when an old ancestress of ours pronounced 
& curse on her son because he deserted the Castie, 
and made his home in London.” 

* Well, you were born here,” replied his wife, 
smiling, “so you need not fear.” 

“I was not born here, Eunice.” 
madame her professed incredulity her face 

“Why, you told me your infancy was speut 
here! You showed me old nursery ! 

**I was a month old whenI came here, It was 
the accident I was nob borm here. My 
mo was io ¥v delicate health, and the 
shock of her father’s sudden death caused my 
entrance in the world a good eight weeks before 
it had been looked for,” 

“And you are just thirty,” sald Eunice, bent 
on comforting herself. 

“T shall be thirty in September, but that fs 
some months bence,”’ : 

“Val, you will terrify me if you talk like this. 
You make my very blood run cold.” 

“T only want to explain to you, dear, that | 
consider my life s doubtful one.” 

‘Through an old wife’s fable! Why did you 
never tell me before ?” 

“T only found it cut at my father’s death, | 
made one or two o discoveries then, Eunice, 
and I find it is peculiarly desirable my cousiz 
Guy should never become ihe head of our fawily. 
Now, my darling, if my life is to be « short one, 
and Howard i wtehing only child, 7 aer my 
great reason for ‘ercy to come home, ap 
settio down as a married man.” 

"I don’t believe a word of it!” 

" So much the better.” 

* And baby was born here, you know !” 

He had not the heart to tell her the old legend 
ran another line, and included in Its doom the 
children of thoee earls born away from Delaval. 

could not bear that she should know this, so 
kept it from her, together with the fact that 
wn belief in the old adage was so strong had 
re his marriage that London wae 

e nothing in the world would bave 


the fatal thirtieth birthday was passed. 

“Baby was born here, you know ?’’ resumed 
the Countess, “and so was Percy, and so | 
think, Val, you need not dwell on the fear 0! 
Guy's succeeding you. But, ob ! my darling, co 
not talk of such a thing. It breaks my heart to 
hear 2 


She had sccffed at the fear, but, all the eame, 
ib gank into her heart. Until September was 
over she felt she should know no , taste no 
real hsppiness. In these days she could not 
bear to be apart from her husband ; sbe giudged 
every moment of his time and attention giver ‘0 
others, and it was at her wish they did not spend 
the season in London, but remained at the Castle 
with their little child, 

No prisoner ever counted the days til! bie 
release, no sufferer ever longed for the date «f 
his recovery mor® ly, more passionstely, 
than Lady Delaval grew to yearn for the sec: ud 
of September. On the firsh of that month 
Valentine attained the age of thirty—c» tbe 
morrow of his birthday she would be at peace. 





bees | stayed ab Delaval Castle, and no guest 
bid 


Bo 
were to keep them company, The sub 
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ject of their ween 

put Eunice knew the b was ever in her 

husband's mind, and that daily he was preparing 

his a carefully and larly, so that all 

would be easy for her if were left the sole 
erdian of an orphan boy. 


oe 


her sight ; she refused to ride or drive, lest there 
should be an accident; she would not enter a 
train ; in short, she hedged her husband abou 
with so pees Fag sem that it did seem well- 
nigh im danger could attack the life so 
cherished. 

And i» came with awful force from an un- 
expected quarter one June morning. 

Coming down to breakfast she found him in- 
sensible on the ground, his lips blue, his face 
cold as marble, an open letter at his side. 

Eunice threw herself beside and 
his ice-cold hands in hers, called on him 


every 
tender name to awake and answer her, but the 
lips that loved her were silent, and, in increased 


alarm, the Countess pealed the bell for assist- 
ance, 

A groom was despatched at once for 
doctor. 
his master 
turned to 
servant of the Castle, 

“The I ng, my 
lady ; I'm afraid there must have been bad 
cews of Captain Morlon to trouble the Earl 
like this)’ 

Eanice and her husband had no secrets. Al- 
most mechanically she took up the letter, whose 
fa'al tidings had jaid him low, 

Iv. proved to be from the colonel of Percy’s 
regiment, and devalled the sad fact that the 
brave young officer had died of sunstroke, after 
ouly a few hours’ 

A kind of deepair seized on Lady Delaval, 

Percy had spent six months’ leave at the 
Castle since her and she had learned 
to love him dearly; bud yet she ed now 
not for his loss, but for the le blow it 
ie be to her husband, 

ae doctor came, and looked grave as he 
examined his patient. = 

Lady Delaval followed him from the room. 

“Tell me the truth, Dr, Edwards!” she 
pleaded, wistfally ; “Indeed, ib will be kinder 
than keeping me fn fi 

He looked at her pityingly. He had seen a 
good deal of the Delavals since their marriage, 
and knew that the Countess loved her husband 
with a wondrous love. 

“It is aneurism of the heard,” he said, 
gravely ; “ but you must not despair. If you can 
seep the Ear] from all sudden shocks, and prevent 
his indulging in avy exertion or excitement, he 
may live for years,” 

Eanice smiled falatly through her tears, 

“Then he will get over this blow ?” 
_“Thopeso. Bat Lady Delaval, his constita- 
tion is not @ strong one, and he mightsink under 
® second shock,”’ ; 

Enter the nurse. 
ain) aa tee ace ir Sok 

e ip and I can’t 
think what allshia.” 

“His teeth most likely,” said the Countess, 
whose wifely anziety had made her well-nigh 
forget the child, ‘ Will you come and look at 
him, doctor? Narse and I are always cver- 
ee I suppose it is the way with an only 

But when the doctor had seen the little vis- 
count, he did not tell his mother she was over- 


anxious ; 








sundown her child died in her arms, she re- 
pressed her grief, and went back to Valentine 
with a smile upon her lips. It cosh her dear, 
bet for him she was able to make even that 


08, 

“He must know soon,” scald Dr. Edwards, 
thoughtfally. ‘I don’t think his mind has 
recovered his balance, but to-morrow he will be 
more-himself. Shall I break the news for you, 
or would you rather tell him yourself?” 

* I will tell him.” 

“T have sent for the Earl's lawyer, he will see 
to the last sad preparations for you. And is 
there no relative you wish to eummon!”’ 

Eunice shook her head, 

“TI have no relation.” 

“ And Lord Delaval 1” 

“ He has no one now nearer than an aunt and 
cousing, I hardly know Lady Isabel. and she 
would be & terrible burden on me just now, 
Pérhaps her son ought to be sent for, but I will 
wait until Mr, Cleghorn arrivee.” 

Mr, Cleghorn decided the matter at once. Mr. 
Morion must be bidden to the funeral. 

‘He is your husband's next-of-hin,” said 
the old gentleman, gravely, to the young 
Countess ; “it would a slight to pase him 
over,'” 

* The Earl does not like him.” 

“T never thought that,” 

** At least, he told me It would be a cruel blow 
to him if Guy Morlon succeeded bim.” 

“ At the Earl's age, my dear young lady, it is 
needless to think of such a chance as that, you 
may have a dc z2n other children yet in the place 
of the little one you have lost,” 

" Will you write to Mr, Morion ?”” 

But when Lord Delaval heard the second loss 
he had sustained, when, with her hand in his, his 
wife broke to him that they were childless, his 
eagerness almost startled her, 

* Send for Guy.” 

“ Mr. Cleghorn haz written, dear.” 

"Telegraph! in your own name! 
a eal P — 

telegram espatched, and the Earl 
sent for Mz. Cleghorn. 

“lam d !” he said, gently ; “I don’t need 
a doctor to tell me that. Cleghorn, we are old 
friends ; tell me, if I make no will, how do my 
affairs go?” 

“The Countess has her jolnture and the dower 
house, my lord; Delaval itself and the town 
house, plate, jewels, and pictures, are strictly en- 
tailed.’ 

"Tt I had had a child—a davghier, asy t” 

“A daughter would take all equally as a son, 
except the title. Had you a daughter, Lord 
Delaval, she would inherit houses, lands, and 
revenues, Your cousin, Guy Morion, would be an 
earl, without a penny to maintain his dignity, 
unless 1t pleased you to leave him anything of 
your savings.” 

“ I see,” 

* Bat you have no daughter, snd if (which I 
a8 may not be), you are called away, every- 

g@ passes with the title to Mr, Morion, All 
you have to will away i« the fifty thousand 
pounds fn the funds you had put aside for im- 
provements on the estate,” 

“Yes.” The Earl looked thoughtful. ‘ My 
wife wants nothing more, Five thousand a year 
will sopply her every want. More would em- 
barrascs her. Cleghorn, draw up a will, disposing 
of that fifty thousand pounds.” 

“To whom, my lord }” 

**] do not know until I have seen Mr, Morion, 
Have it ready. And now give me pen and Ink ; 
I must write a letter.” 

He wrote two, and put them in hie wife’s 


Eunice, 


“Keep them carefally, my darling; you may 
never to open them. If any difficulty arise 
respecting the home where we have been so happy, 
open them, and you will understand all that 
puzzles you. Don’t leave me, Eanice, we have 
not much longer to be together; and oh! how 
ha we have been, my wife!” 

Bhe watched by him till the morning broke, 
The first Y ay of dawn brought Dr, Edwards to 
the bede 
"Is there any hope?” asked the poor wife, 





He shook his head, 

Lord Delaval opened his eyes slowly ; clearly 
he had heard the question, and understood the 
answer. 

“Jf Guy were only here. I must see him, 
Eunice, I can't die until I bave spoken to 
him.” 

There were but two trains from London to 
Netherton ; the remote station which, awkward 
ae it was, was yed the only communication 
between Delaval Castle and the metropolis, 

Dc, Edwards met the first train, and sent up 
a message to the Countess that Mr. Moron had 
not arrived, 

Ab great inconvenience to himself he managed 
to be at the station when the second came in, It 
was then about eight o'clock, but daylight still, 
and he easily ised Guy Morlon, whom he 
had met more than once at Delaval, 

** This ia sad pews, Mr, Morion,” 

“ Awfal,” eald Guy, quickly, To do him 
jastice he had plenty of sympathy to spare for 
the bereaved parents. “A first child, and such 
a jolly little chap! he almost converted me Into 
a lady-fancier ! I suppose my cousins are awfully 
cut up about ft, But stili you know, doctor, 
they are young enough to have plenty more 
children,” 

The doctor stared, 

“ Haven't you heard?” 

"Only that the baby’s dead. You don’t mean 
there’s anything wrong with the Countess! 
Why, thad would half kill Delaval.” 

* Lord Delaval is dying.” 

Guy gasped. 

* Goodness, I had no idea that he was ill! 
What ia in!” 

** Heart complaint.” 

They had entered the doctor's brougham 
now, and were driving rapidly towards the 
Castle, 

Guy bad time to express his astoviehment, 

“T had no idea there was avything wrong 
with Val, and I thought heart disease always 
killed people right out.” 

“1p does mostly, Lord Delaval had a fearful 
attack on hearing of his brother’s death.” 


“His brother! You don’p mean Percy’s 
gone?” 
“Ido. As soon as the breath fs out of my 


poor friend’s body—and it can’t be many hours 
now—Mr, Morlon you will be the fourteenth 
Earl of Delaval.” 

** Good gracious |” 

" Do you mean to say you never cast a thought 
to such a contingency 1” 

** Never once. I almost wish I hadn’t come. 
It seems Jike gloating over their troubles.” 

‘The Earl’s one wish is to see you. He seems 
possessed with the almost remarkable idea that 
someone will attempt to diepossess you of the 
estates,” 

‘*They can't, unless 
fiction,” 

“So I have been telling him. I can’t make it 
out. I have been trying to ease his mind, so has 
Mr. horp, but It’s no good.” 

An idea dawned on Guy. He had said juet 
now there might be other children in place 
of the baby heir; perhaps one was expected, 
and its father would not live to welcome it, 

“He wou'dn’t make his will until he had 
seen you. He has fifty thousand pounds, and 
he can’t decide whether to leave it to you or 
not.” 

It dawned on Guy'that if an heir or helrees 
were born to take away hie dazzling prospects 
fifty thousand pounds would be a very comfort- 


Percy’s death {fs a 


able nest egg by way of consolation, He began 
to wish the Earl would leave ib him, most 
devoutly. 


“You see the Countess wants nothing but 
her jointure., Had the boy lived things would 
have been different, Now, asa childless widow 
five thousand a year is riches to her.” 

Then the clr oe was wrong. No baby 
heic was coming to defraud him, still he might 
as well have that extra fifty thousands pounds. 
Guy began to look on the legacy as no more 
than his due. 

Eunice was in her husband’s room when Guy 
entered, and Mr, Cleghorn sat by the bed. They 
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both went out and left the helir-presumptive 
with A ga man.” 

“Guy, I can’t explain things, but I have a 
feeling on me you will never reign at Delaval 
as [ts master, We have not been very fati- 


Anyone of Guy's companions would have 
laughed at the question. All his comrades 
aye teld Delaval with one voice 


but be had never given a serious thought to 
ngs and marriage, i 

See Henk ES Cape fe eee 

of dea 

It was 8 strovg temptation, fifty thousand 

pounds, hie absolately, to dis of as he 

mente just.one little word would bring 

m 


“ No’! 

“* Nor engaged #” 

Tb was easier after the first plunge, The drops 
of perapiration had stood on Gay's brow as he 
murmured that firat ‘‘No;” now his agitation 
had departed, and he spoke quite In his natural 
tone, as he sald,— 

“ My dear Val, I’ve been too poor. to think of 
such things. It’s been hard enough work to 
provide for myuelf much lees get a home suitable 
for a lady, and, Bohemian as I am,I couldn't 
matry anyone nob a lady.” 

“T am er I feel fainter. Call Cleg- 
horn, please, Eanice,” 

It was a relief to Guy when they entered, 
Lord Delaval turned to the lawyer. 

"I leave the fifty thousand pounds to go with 
the estates,” he said, feebly. ‘Just put that in 
the space you left, and Jet me sign my name,” 

He wrote it with difficulty, two servants 
= theirs. a3 witnesses, and the will was 

e. 


A kind of hush fell on them then; the Earl 
broke it in his weak, faltering voice,— 

"You were born at Delaval, Guy; the old 
superstition need not cloud your days as it has 
done mine ; and you'll bea brother to Eunice— 
to my wife!” 

Alas ! ales! those were his last worde. Even 
as he gazed on his wife, with undying love 
gleaming in his eyes, she became his widow, and 
was borne from the room in the doctor’s kindly 
arms, a blessed inssnsibllity deadening for the 
time her pain, Three days ego a happy wife and 
mother, the undisputed mistress of a grand 
estate—now a childless widow, an intruder in 
the home that had been her own. 

And yet I think Eunice less needed pity than 
many women. At least, she had married the one 
love of her life, aud had two years of perfect 
blise, Two years of happiness with one we love, 
and then a tranquil retirement to mourn his 
memory ! Ib seems to mea happier lot than that 
of those women who, giving their heart’s best 
love to a husband, awake to the fact that they 
have never been more to him than playthings, 
and érag out their weary years at his side, so 
near ia seeing, so far in truth, with the bitter 
consciousness ever eating at their hearts they are 
mere appendages to him. 

Oh! girls, who think it grand to have a lover 
—who jearn for the honours of married life, 
have patiexcs. Walb until you meet a man 
who will make you really his helpmate and com- 
pauioa, 

Save yourself at least the m'sery of awakening 
by-and-by to find you have become s neglected, 
disregarded cypher in your husband's house 
instead of ite queen, Marry {nto poverty if you 
will, for small means are fo drawback to happi- 
ness when two are egreed to brave them; but 
keep single all your days unless you are con- 
vinced that gour lover has for you au affzction 
that will staud the wear and tear of daily life, 
and never fail you till death comes, 

Better doubt too much beforshand while the 
final atep ia untaken, than leave the abode a 
happy, confiding bride to become in a few 

months’ time a disregarded wife, 





CHAPTER IIL 


Tux faneral wa; over, the will bad been reed, 
the A yan deputeé?, Lady Delaval bad ddven 
to the church and stood by while they laid 
among the dust all that was mortal of her 
husband and child, 

The bereaved Countess wes In her own rooms 
now, and the new Lord Delaral eat fo the library 
in earnest conversation with the lawyer. 

Mr. Cleghorn wes a very reverved man. He 
had loved the late Earl very dearly, almost as a 
fatber might have done. 

Oa statul, easy his life he had yong © 
very pa ily secret, nearly touching the 
honour of the house of Morion, ¥ ’ 

It had been left entirely to his own discretion 
whether or no he would {mpart his recent dis- 
covery to the new Lord Delaval. 

He knew very little of the man, and his 
great object in that confi talk was to gain 
some insight Into bis character. 

“ Fortune's wheel has changed for me, hasn’t 
it?” remarked Guy, suddenly. “ Do you know, 
Mr, Cleghorn, I hava been ving for the last 
three years literally on my wite | 

**T hope they brought you In a good harvest, 
my lord. I fancy J have seen one or two of your 
pictures somewhere,” 

“J never made a name for myself, and I 
never kept out of debt, bat I always managed to 
pay my creditors before they got quite tired, so 
on the whole I didn’p do so badly ; but it wasa 
narrow pinch.” 

* You lived at Chelsea, I think, my lord 1” 

Yes,” and Guy suddenly flushed crimaon. 
* A nice, convenient locality, Mr. Cleghorn, and 
one appa suitable for artists.” ‘ 

8 +4 I have cess 

pon my word I eball be sorry to give up the 
= ary I have bad some very pleasant times 
ere ” 

“You will settle down now Into a country 
gentleman, I gathered from your cousin’s will 
we should not be called on to welcome a young 
countess.” 

“Did you imagine Val would have left that 
fifty thousand away from me had I been a 
married min?” said Guy, a little uncom- 
fortably, and yet taking courage that the la 
and his cousin had never ex a word after 
he had answered Val's question with that delibe- 
rate “No.” Surely from his own experience he 
ought not to think lightly of matrimonial bilsa! 

“He esteemed it above all other happiness, 
but Iam persuaded had you been married he 
would not have left that money to go with the 
estates,” 


§* You are persuaded too soon, Mr. Cleghorn, 
As {t hsppens, I am @ married man |” 

The lawyer gasped. He looked so niterly taken 
aback that Guy was bewildered. 

“No one in the world knows it, or even 
suspects it,” said the mew Earl, hastily. ‘' You 
are my first confidante, Cleghorn, and I hope 
7s al rte phe i ti 

old man groan t is no exaggeration— 
he positively groaned. 
an a the lady, Lord Delavalt Who is 

“Avery beautifal girl The daughter of a 
fro. actress, without a penny or a relation. 

don’t suppose she ever had a grandfather, but 
she is the loveliest and most charmiog of her 
sex, and she fs my wifé—Countess of Delaval |” 

Cieghorn stared, 

* Have you besa married long, my lord?” 

“ Five months,” 

** And your wife lives ab Chelsea ?” 

“Yes, bub not as my wife. She and her 
mother have lodgings in the very house where I 
live, The mother is an invalid—I have never 
even set ese; on her, I made the scqualutance 
of her daughter by accideut—and married her.” 

“ And you say no one knows it?” 

“ No one fn the world. She had the lovellest 
‘face I had ever seen, and the sweetest, little 
voles, I knew {t meant ruin to all my prospects, 
but I could not think of that—I married her !” 

“Io was the worst day’s work you ever did fn 
your life |” 

“Hardly that, Mr, Cleghorn, Had I remained 





plain Gay Morton, the penniless artist, I own my 
Eife tight have been « drawback, but the 
Countess of Dalaval will have no need to fear 
yy 
coutrary, & man may marr 

anyone ; an earl has to se oncebal of his choice C 

“Tam well content with mine!” 

" Her mother was an actress? Is the father 
alive #"” 

" I never heard anything about him.” 

Indeed |” 

“Bat I assure Laagthes Bape fe as beautiful s: 

ter 


a duke’s daugh be, and she wil! win 
all hearts when she takes her place as Lady 
She is on 
8 
“Righter,” = 


“* And she married you without her mother’s 
knowledge?” 

‘*Her mother is an invalid. She wanted to 
tell her, but I refused. Half the best houses ic 
London would have been closed to me had I been 
known as a married man !” 

“*T wonder no one found ft ont.” 

“They would have been clever, Save on our 
wedding-day we have never been seen together 
out-of-doors. We were married at a large 
church in the centre of o poverty-stricken nejgh- 
bourhood,” 

** Bat the license 1” 

‘©We were married by banns. I was decpe- 
rately hard up at the time, and ft came much 
cheaper. It wav in wiuter, you know, Cleghorn. 
She wore a red-stuff dress and a black jacket— 
no one who had met her would ‘have dreamed 
she was a bride, We weren't away from the 
house ap hour, and we came back man and 
wife!’ - , 

** Were there no witnesses }” 


| 
5 
E 
: 
E 


and coffee. She took off her ring and put it on 
neck. It might all have 


er 
been a dream,” 
“ Better for you if ib had been ; and your 
banns were actually read three times without 
noticing ft }” 


” 

The lawyer looked up sharply. 

55 Do you mean you signed your name a 
Rion ?’ : 

“Certainly, from first to last, in the whole 
affair, I was described as Guy Rion.” 

“TI know Raby said she thought it a very ug'y 
name, whereas lon waa @ pretty one.” 

“ Then ehe knew it?” 

“ Knew what t” 

“That you married her under an assumed 
name—that you were Guy Morion 1"’ y 

“Of course she knew It,” sald Lord Delaval, 
indignantly. ‘You don’t suppose I go abcut 
under # perpetual alias, do you? I have beev 
some years with my present iandlady, and sh: 
and all her h know me by my lawful 
name, and are sware I count kindred with tie 
Delavals, As regards the marriage I could uct 
uate weet ; It made no difference to Raby, 204 
I not risk discovery hs going through the 
ceremony in my own name 

"It made all the differance in the world, Lord 
Dela ” ? 

i Nonsense ” 

“Listen! As the law of Eogland now stands, 
if either of two is married in a came 
they both know to be false, the ceremony ™*y 
be rendered null and void. You have no wife, 
Lord Delaval, you never have had,” 

** Good Heavens!” 

® Io is a marvellous escape for you.’ 

Guy stared at bim in honest indignation. 

* And do ‘think I would advantegs 
of a } w? Do you think I am suci4 
pla. phy nit The first thing I do wheo! 
get back to London shall be to have the ceremory 
repeated.” 
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horn. Do you 
tell her that as, by some legal flaw, she cannot 
clsim the title of my wife, I am resolved to 


8 
% 
i 
: 
: 
J 


provincial 
do you propose to do with her?” ‘ 
Gay winced. As a poor man Madame Hilton 
had been @ serious bugbear to him; ehe did not 
seem anything else now he was an Engiish 


nobleman. : 

“ She ts in very delicate health.” 

"¢ doors last longest. She would 
naturally to reside with her daughter. The 


county might put up with a nobody as Lady 
Delaval, but I fear they would hardly tolerate 
the presence, at the castle, of a second-rate 
country actress.” 

“ She need not live with us.” 

‘ And you think her daughter would give her 
up, Lord Dalaval ?” 

« Pardots eg teterieiptes: the laviytl) Qitly 

“ me,” ; 
“bat the young lady fe not your’ wife, Lord 
Delaval ; keep to facts, and let us call her by 
her proper name—Miss Hilton,” 

I thiok if she had to choose between us she 
would choosé me.” P 

“To your own fuin.” 

“} don’b see it,” : 

“The peerage will record your marriage and 


your wife's’ Are yow sure you can 
vouch for Miss Hilton's deacent 1” 
Lord Delaval winced, 


“When, in time to come, you have children 
born to take their place am the nobility of 
Eagland, don’t you think it stand in their 
light not a little that on one side they never had 
8 grandfather ” ; 

“Would not the same remark apply to ths 
little child we buried to-dey? The present 
Countess of Delaval was a nobody.” : 

“ Pardon me, she was @ penniless orphan; but 
she had a long . Her father was a canon 
of % Eogtish Church, and when your cousin 
met her she was in the of her 
uncle, Sir Egbert Portes: soy 


rT 


As nursery governess. 
oe Boy Premio The de- 
acri as ter of a dignitary 
and the grandchild of a baronet; Mies Hilton 

hz no such antecedents.” 
“She is so pretty, sald Guy, balf absently, 


shuttiog his eyes and trying to pictore Ruby in 
& court dress and plumes, . 

“No one knows of the so-called marriage |” 

No one,” 

“ Then course fa clear, You do-her no 
injury by off a match wkich would be 
taost disastrous to yourself, I need nob say that 
with your ample means you could settle on her 
a suitab'e income as a provision for the future,” 

“She would not take it,”’ 

“I knows little about women, and I think 
she would,” 

“ You don’t know Raby.” 

Well, my lord, I can have but one object in 
advisiog you—your own advantag>, I have said 
my say now, and if you choose to make Miss 
Eiton Contessa of Delaval I am powerless to 
prevent you; only more than you can guess 
par your remaining unmarried for a year 

0, 





‘| Irls @ 





“You know your cousin, believing you un- 
married, left his fortane to go with the eztates,’”’ 
“ Wellt” : 
“So that if you lose the estates you lose the 


“T am not likely to lose either.” 

** Lord Delaval thought you were, Had you 
arrived sooner no doubt he would have confided 
to you his fears.” 

. “Unless Percy's death prove a false report no 
haman power can make me aught but master of 
Delaval.”’ 

“You remember ycur uneie §” 

" Perfectly.” 

* ¥ou know that after hie wife’s death he was 
away for five years; his mother lived at the 
Castle took charge cf the two boys, but for 
ali those years Lord Delaval never set foot in his 
own mansion,” 


*T have heard so.” 

“When two years ego your uncle died, his 
eldest son examined his papers. He learned then 
what he never confided to me save on the last 
day of his life. The Er! was privately married, 
and those five years of sbsence were spend 
abroad with hie sscond wife,” 

There was no mistaking the intense {nteresi 
written. on Gay’s face. 

“ Go on,” he muttered, hoarrely, 

“ A quarrel sprang up between them. There 
was ‘no real feult but doubt and mistrust on the 
one sids, iojared pride on the other, They 
separated e countess declinei sil assistancs 
for herself, aseerting that if death or mis- 
fortune assailed her she shou!d confide her child 
to ita father’s keeping. Among the papers were 
tbree copies of the certificate cf the Earl's 
second tuartlage, and also of his daughter's birth, 
and # deed of gift settling upon the Lady Iris 
Morion the eum of ten thousand pounds.  Valen- 
tine regarded this money as a sacred trust, and 
he kept it ready to hand over to his half-sister, 
Now it is in my bands.” 

“ Aud dd te never try to find them? Did he 
actually s!t down without tifting the truth of 
the etory 1” ; 

“The truth was proved beyond al! doubte. As 
to hie stirring in the mstfer, it was impossible. 
A letter written on bis father’s deathbed 
ogee enjoined him to make no tearch for 
his half-sister, or ber mother; but should they 

peal to him to treat them as kindly as though 
they were familiar frien3e, I have read that 
letter, my lor?. Your urcie’s mind was c'ear of 
all doubts when he wrote ft, and he dwells 
lovingly ou his wife’s beauty, and the infant 
charme of bi: little girl.” 

“ And where are they #” 

“Living or dead none can sy; but there fe 
no doubt if the lady reads in the papers of the 
death of her two siepzons, she will at once pro- 
claim her daughter's rights ; you will inherit an 
empty title. Lord Delavel, hed you been o 

man your cousin would have b:queathed 
you h's ssvings ; as ft fe, they go with the title,” 

“And I am penui'ees ! no better off than I 
was a week ago, and eacumbered with a useless 
title 1” 

“Tt is not so bed as that, my lo:d. The Lady 
ba dead Of course, she must be 
sought for far snd wide; if she fe not found 
witbia d year I sea n> reason why you shon!d 
not take your plac3 aa lord of Delaval Castie.”’ 

"She will be found. What heiress was ever 
not fo-theoming |” 

"Tf she be found, if you wi'l be reasonable, 
you can still rule over the Delaval estates,” 

“How!” . 

“ Forget this foo'ish mummery of a weidiog 
that was no wedding, and marry your cousin, 
What could be more suitable than for the heiress 
of the family estates to share her father’s title 
and marry her kinsman !” 

Gay had grown very pale and stern, 

“She might refuse me,” 

“ She is very young, still in her teens ; she has 
been brought up (her mother promised this much) 
in the utmost ecclusion. Jn the event of her 
betrotbal, or marrisge, the fact was ab once to be 
communicated to her father or his representative, 
It te wor.1. »rtain, Lord Delaval, that if your 


cousin be still alive, she is Lady Iris Morion, and 
free.” 


fancy 

“ Bat—Raby |” 

“She is young,” said the tempter, warily 

“you have known her a year, have thought 
her your wife five months. What are fiva 
months! What is a year out of a lifetime? 
From your own account she is unauited to bea 
countess. In a year’s time she wil] have for- 
gotten you, and happy with someone in her 
own atation.’ 
"I couldn’) do it? I tell you, Cleghorn, I 
may not be a good man, but I could never look 
in that girl’s pure face and tell her she was nod 
my wife |” 

* No need to tell her—write,” 

Gay shivered. 

TI could not do it!” 

“ Let me be your ambassador.” 

“You don’t know how she will feel it. You 
ese, poor child | she loves me.” 

‘If she loves you she will be too unselfish to 
spoil your future,” 

Lord Delaval heeltated. 

‘Would i¢ spoil It, Cleghorn? Afier all, 
is the love of a true-hearted woman worth no 
sacrifice ”’ 

* Apparently you did not think it worth the 
sacrifice of your popularity, or you would have 
married Miss Hilton publicly, in the face of ali 
the world.” 

i True,” 

“Remember, in the one alternative sho has 
— to snffer, nothing to lese; no one in 
the whole world, you say, knows of this love 
affair, therefore no one could worry her with 
condolence or surprise, Oa the one hand, you 
are free for a noble fature, and she bas nothirg 
but a few regrets ; on the other, you are both 
condemned to lifelong poverty, and ia a few 
months will probably be regretting that a foolish 
sentimentality prevented you from seeing your 
real Interests.” 

*Ton’é you. understand, her mother Is 
an invalid. if Mrs. Hilton dies, Ruby is friend- 
less in the world! ” 

* Then you mean to marry her ab once?"’ 

Guy started. Loth as he was to break the 
tie between him and Raby it came on him jike 
a sudden shock ; he was not anxious for the 
remarriage which should bind them together for 
all time. 

“ There is plenty of time to think of that.” 

**Tt is you who are wronging Miw Hilton 
now, Lord Delaval; there ie not plenty of time. 
As s man of honour, ft {s your bounden duty to 
tell Mies Hilton, at your nex’ meeting, of the 
Mlegality of the tle between you.” 

"T thought she need never know.” 

“She muet know, whether you tell her, be- 
cause you have resolved to make her in deed 
and truth your countess, or because you are 

g to consult her best welfare, and break 
with her for all time; in either case, I say you 
must tell her,” 

“ Aad if I outrage every scruple of my natare, 
if I do this hatefal thing, and find that the Lady 
Iris is dead, what then?” 

“If Miss Hilton loves you, a yeu will nob 
find her changed ; if she has consoled herself 
with another sultor, you will feel she wae nob 
worthy the sacrifice 1 believe you feel willing, 
in spite of all my good advice, to make for 
her ’ 


“T cannot tell her, Cleghorn ! I would rather 
shoot myself."’ 

He was yielding, and the other man knew 
it, and had renewed hopes of his worldly 

which seemed to the astute lawyer 
of far more importance than 9 girl’s young 
love, 

"*] have told. you, Lord Delaval, I am will- 
ing, oay, apxlous, to that commission on 
myeelf, =~ have daughters of my own. You 
may trust me to deal as gently and kindly es 
you could desire with the young lady.” 

ST feel like a villain!” said, Goy, slowly. 
“T know it will be a terrible blow to her, and 
yet—— ” he hesitated. 

“She need know no privation, I can easily 








keep note of her movements, and, if her mother 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Mr. Cixcnorn had called Lord Delaval’s 
py but Gay found it nothing of 


Long into that summer night did he tons rest- 
lessly on his pillows, trying to convince him- 
self he cared nothing for fortune’s smiles in com- 

m with Ruby's love. 

Hed it only been a question of drifting on 
there would have been no dilemma; but Mr. 
Cleghorn had warned him fo any case Ruby must 
learn the truth. 

Their old relations could not possibly continue, 
Either they must part for ever, or an arrange- 
ment would have to be made as speedily as 
might be to transform the daughter of the in- 
valid actress into the Countess of Delaval. 

Guy possessed absolutely nothing of his own. 
If he married Ruby, and Lady Iris appeared to 
claim her rights, he would be in the strange 
position of « penniless Earl, He and his Countess 
must keep up their rank on the produce of his 
cap tal mee teh fst 

ay never 4 of s as a 
merried man with nothing bub his profession to 
depend upon. He had always believed “ Delaval 
would de something for him.” Now it was too 
late. 


Val's generous heart was still for ever, and by 
hiz own falsehood his cousin had lost the legacy 
which would have made him Independent. 

Fifty thousand pounds! Why, the interest of 
it represented an income which was wealth com- 
pared to anything he could hope to earn. 

“It serves me right!” muttered the artist, 
despondingly. ‘I think it is the first down- 
right lie I ever told, and precious bad luck it has 
brought me. I wonder if an Earl and Countess 
could live in lodgings? I think Mrs. Green 
might take a little off the rent, just for the 
honour of the thing. Ib would be such a feather 
in her cap to have a real lord and lady at Globe 
Cottage. If only Lady Irie could be warranted 
never to appear, if only——” 

At this stage sleep overtook the artist. He 
dreamed of Ruby—Ruby, dressed in velvet 
robes, with the coronet of the Delavals on her 
head, 


It was a pretty picture, only Gay reflected, as 
he was shaving, unluckily In real life people re- 
quice food and raiment, shelter and clothing, 
besides beauty. 

Eanice met him as he was going into the break- 
fast room. She drew him aside into her own 
boudolr. 

“TI know now why Valentine dreaded the title 
coming to you. It is a cruel position for you, 
Guy.” 

“Has Mr. Cieghorn told you?” much sur- 
prised. 

** He hae told me you can never feel yourself 
securely in possession of the Castle until you 
have proved Lady Iris Morion to be dead, or 
untli you have———” 

‘* Married her,” said Guy, quietly finiehiog the 
sentence for her. “ What would be your pe oy 
Eunice” 

“T should wait.” 

** Por what?” 


“Until you saw her, You might find her 


charming, and fall ia love with her.’ 





It seemed almost Ike craving pardon of Val 
for his deception to explein matters to Eunice, 
in spite of her own suffsrings, there was such a 
world of sympathy fv her eyes. 


iy 
else? 

“Then, for Iris’ sake, I pray you may not 
meet her until your fate le fixed.” 

“Mr, Cleghorn has been recommending me to 
be practical, and not put my faith in love’s 
young dream.” 

“ You are sure it is love?" 

“Love true and etrong as I ehall ever know; 
but, Eunice, I have not a halfpenny in the world. 
ItI give up the chance-of marrying Lady Iris I 
shall be a pauper all my days.” 

* Tris is bee 4 — nog sole never knew ws 
For Val's sake, Gay, dn’t wrong her by 

hand it 


at how if 1 were in love with eoméone 


offering her your your beart is another’s,”’ 
“Then you think 


ee ee nen ee eel pormte. 

If Lady Iris comes here as mistress of the Cas 

I think, unless her mother is alive, she will want 
her. Then I can make over 


very contingency 
that has arisen. WhenI die my jolnture and the 
white house both pass to the reigning Earl ; so, 
you see, you won't be paupers always.” 

“My dear cousin, you are years younger than 
I am, and I couldn't bear to seem to count upon 
your death.” 

““T hope you won't, but it is such » lotof 
money ; and now I have loet them, I want so 
little. You must let me go shares with you and 


I couldn't,” 

Eunice smiled, 

‘* You will yield in time,” she whispered. “I 
don’t fancy, somehow, you will wait for the 
chance of winning Iris.” 

‘* And am I to andertake that commission, my 
lord 1” asked the lawyer, as they travelled to- 
wards London % 


“T thiak not.” 
“You are really going to ruin your whole 
future for an settlement?” 


“*T am as surprised as you can be,” sald Lord 
Delaval, lightly ; ‘‘but it really seems to me I 
am, You see, Cleghorn, I have been poor all my 
life, so there will be no particular novelty in the 
fact. If I find my title a nuisance I can drop ft, 
and when I have done that, except that I must 
go to the expense of a marriage license, I really 
don't see that I am any worse off than I thought 
myself before I left London.” 

“Tt is sulciile.” 

“ Not quite so wicked, I hope,” 

“ Well, suicide to all your + 

**I don’t think, on the whole, ip I 
could be happy ifI took your advice. Even if 
Lady Irie became my and proved herself 
most amiable, I should always feel as though I 
had committed bigamy.” 

* You have s tender conscience,” 

“No I haven’t ; I assure you I have defrauded 
several tradesmen by keeping them waiting ages 
for their money. I told Val (Heaven forgive me, 
poor fellow !) a lie upon his death-bed, becauze I 
thought ib would win- me a fortune. You see 
I'm a pretty bad black sheep, only I’m not quite 


.| black enough to break a girl’s innocent, trusting 
heart.” 


**When you have half-a-dozén children, my 
lord, with handles to their names and perhaps 
en 8 Soay Oe ey Se were 


“TI don’t think so, I may makea bad husband 
—I dare say I shall ; but as @ rule [ don’t regret 
my good actions, perhaps because they’re 80 few 
and far between.” 

“ And you are quite sure 1" 

“ Qaite; therefore you had better commence 
the search for Lidy Iris at once, She may be 
dead, you know,” 


(Continued on page 592.) 
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FOR LOVE’S SWEET SAKE. 
I 
CHAPTER VIL 
SYBIL'S PRESENT. 


“ Sucn a rash engagement I never heard of,” 
Lady Fairfax confided to Muriel Strangeways, as 
they sat together in the drawing-room over their 
afternoon tea. “For Mr, Craven to propose to 
Clarice after two days’ acquaintarce was strange 
enough— but then he Ie an African traveller, and 
they do all sorts of queer things; besides, when a 
man is in love, he is not quite responsible for his 
actions. It is Clarice who has surprised me. [ 
should have thought atleast she would have 
kept him walting s month before she gave him 
an auswer, But no of the sort. She is 
jast as devoted to bim as he is to her, and doeen’t 


mind reyes | it either,” 

Muriel nibbled daintily at aaweet cake before 
she answered. 

‘Their engagement {s altogether romantic, [t 
sounds like a comedy.” 

‘* Which might very easily have been turned 
into a tragedy!” added Lady Fairfax, grimly 
enough. “It fs a perfect mystery to me how 
they escaped that evening without broken bonee 
—but then, a special Providence seems to watch 
over drunken men, and children and lovers, And 
now he wants to be married without delay—fixes 
the end of July as the limit of the time he will 
wait, For my part, I think such haste perfectly 
ppg t. If I were Clarice I would not hear of 

t. 

But Clarice was not ef her aunt's opinion, and 
at the present moment, as she walked with her 
lover under the shade ef the elms fn Fairfax 
Park, she had just consented to the wedding 

place on the thirty-first of July. It is 

here was her tronssean to be got ready, 

that the young girl did not 

think so munch of that as she ought to have done. 

. era alipd aney vege pe b bifesfal state 

absorption when the world was represented by 
two people—herself and her lover. 


g 
=F 
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done something 

your love, whereas I like to think of it as a free 
gift, freely giver.” 

Sometimes I think {t was too freely given,” 
ahe anewered, shyly, ‘ Perhaps if I had thrown 
difficulties In the way, and hesftated, you would 
have t more of it, We never care s0 
rouch for the things that come to us easily, a 
for those we have to fight for.” 

He drew a quick breath. 

‘* Great Heavens, and have I not had to fight 
for you—and 8: pst foes a hundred fold more 
—— they had taken bodily shape!’ 

words were low and fierce, and seemed to 
escape his lips before he 

“Oh, Clarice, you will never know the 
barriers I had to overleap before I could hope to 
win you. Sometimes I dare not think of them 


His face was white, bis teeth were firmly se? ; 
ogg hie dark eyes the brows made s straight 
ine, 

"What do you mean, Lennox? I don’t under- 
stand you.” 

Her startled tone recalled him to himself, He 


: 
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looked down at her with contrition, and hie 
manner changed. 

“Ip is nob necessary you should understand, 
my fair fower! I was foolish to speak euch 
Wrot bright, and glad, and fall of joy? Ie there 
is not t, glad, 8 there 
not a whole lifetime of love acted Ale You 
aay I fascinated you, but I think I might say the 
same. thiog with more justice. Why, from the 
fire) moment I saw you, you css) a spell over me 
from which there was no escape. I could think 
of nothing but you, dream of nothing but you. 
In the broad African sunshine your face floated 
before me like a tantalising vision of a mirage in 
the desert sere ee 

“Bat, Lennox, you have not been to Africa 
since we first met |” 

Her tone was anxious and interrogative, and 
she walted for hig reply. Finding ib did not 
come, she gave hie sleeve a little gentile shake, 

** You had not seen me before we met on the 
lawn at Fairfex Park, Lennox!” 

Although he was inwardly cursing the Im- 
petuosity that had burried him into an admission 
he regretted, he would not take refuge in an 
untruth. 

Yes, I had seen you once,” 

" But, where }”” 

“ Av your own home—Sanningdale Court,” 

Her face expressed unbounded amazement. 

“Surely you never came there as a visitor ! 
If you had done so, I must have remembered 
is.” 


“No, I was not a visitor; but you recollect 
there was a semi-public path across one part of 
the park?... .” 

She clasped her hands together like one who 
suddenly solves a mystery. 

“Of course! It led down to the bank where 
the cowslips and primroses grew ; I used to be 
there every day Iu the spring time, and often 
came home with the skirt of my dress filled with 
flowers, It must have been there I caught a 
cine ee for do you know, Lennox, there 
was g about your face that seemed 

familiar to me from the very first, It was as 
_ intangible as the scent of a flower, or the refrain 

of a melody, and yet it was there, How strange! 
ant when you met me again you recognised 
me?” 

A queer smile filtted across his face, 

‘*) did indeed recognise you ; and I took the 
fact of our meeting as a sign that Fate intended 
us for Ben, — From that moment in the 
rose-garden, Ww you pulled out the daley 
petale, and told me they sald ‘Yes,’ I resolved 
on making you mine, It is true I did not intend 


erg by: to marry me = i. such a hurry, 
bu tha 4 -carriage 
precipitated matters. na i co short 


now, in a 
weeke, you will be my wife!” 

It is im ble to describe the rous tone 
in which spoke those two 3 and 
oddly enough, their effecb on Clarice was visible 
in a quick little shiver, 

“Your wife! Ibave a sort of presentiment 
that Iehall never be that to you—that some- 
thing will come between us and separate us.” 
oe 
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groom—though Lady Fairfax had had way 
she would have invited half the oomty. 
Ciarice’s old com Miss Marsh, was to 


i 
B& 
F 
i 
: 


volltary bridesmaid. 

2 has so few relations,” Lady Fairfax 
observed to Oraven, about a week before the 
ceremony, ‘There is not a single member of 





" And you sre ia the same predicament, So 
there really fs no one you wish to invite?” 
fe o one,” 


* Surely you have relations }” 

** None with whom I care to keep up any sort 
of connection.” 

He turned away as a tignal that the conver- 
sation wae at an end, leaving Lady Fuirfax in a 
by no means contented frame of mind, As she 
observed to her son Jack, they really knew very 
little of this Mr. Lennox Craven, and It was 
decidediy a risk to let Clarice marry him. 

* The riek’s her own,” Jack returned, In his 
nonchalant fashion, “if she likes to undertake 
it, 1 don’t quite eee how we can interfere.” 

“We could at least prevent the marrisge.” 

“I doubt it. Craven is nob- the mon to sit 
down in tame submission, neither do I think 
Clarice herself would prove particularly easy to 
control, You can lead her, bub she won’t be 


“You mean that if I were to refute my con- 
sent to the match, they would probably elope!” 

* As likely as not.” And having delivered 
this ultimatum, Jack sauntered off, his hands in 
his pockets, while Lady Fairfax, with knitted 
brows, wondered what would be the end of it all. 
Personally she liked Craven, but there was the 
undoubted fact that of his family and an‘ece- 
dents she knew hardly anything. Swill, he 
seemed to be wealthy, and had just bought an 
eatate in W-shire to which he intended taking 
his bride directly they were married, Besides, 
matters bai gone too far now to leave any 
possibility of retreat. 

To Clarice those days of her courtship were 
supremely happy ones—or would have been if 
she could bave got rid of that haunting fear of 
something coming between her and her lover, 
which she had mentioned to him. Every day 
Craven brought her some fresh present—laces, 
flowers, or jewels, until she laughingly begged 
him to desist, It seemed as if he could find no 
penis way of expressing his devotion to his 

u 


Oo the afternoon hefore the pear at 
Sgbil Marsh arrived. Clarice went to the hall- 
door to meet her, and led her into the morning 
room where tea was set out. 

“T thought you would prefer having it quietly 
me, to golpg in the drawing-room where 
is quite a large party,” she said, as she 
her seat in front of the silver tray, and 
ing the dainty Dresden cups. “A jour- 
by train is so tiring.” 

Miss Marsh threw back her veil. Her hand- 
some face was unchanged, save perhaps that its 
pallor was more marked— but thie only served to 
enbance the brilliance of her dark eyes. 

“ Kind and thoughtful as ever, Clarice,” she 

“Were you surprised when I asked 
to be allowed to come to your wedding?” 

“* No—that is, not very,” said the young girl, 
a trifle confusedly, for, as a matter of fact, she 
had mae gale astonished at the request. “I 
thought it very good of you to take so much 
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you are very happy!” Sy 
sles Gniae Vemeivihgs tas intenes gues Srbes 
her companion’s face. 





magnificent one, with wavy lines of pink, blue, 
and flame-coluured light imprisoned within it. 
Deep dowgm in its heart the fusion of colours 
took the semblance of a human eye. 

* How beautiful !'’ Clarice murmured, ‘and 
how generous of you to give it me, Sybil. I 
have always admired opais, but I have never 
poesersed one before.” 

“Probably because they are supposed to be 
unlucky. Bat I know you are not euperstiticue 
Berides, this gem is an amulet. I want you to 
wear {t round your neck on your wedding day 
— will you?” 

* Certainly I will, Thank you a thousand 
times over, And now tell me what you bave 
been dving with ycurself since I eaw you last,” 

The elder girl shrugged her shoulders rather 
hopelessly. 

" Oh, knocking about from pillar to post in an 
uncomfortable sort of way. You see I have ouiy 
myeelf to depend upon, and earning one’s own 
liviog is hard work in these days of keen compe- 
tition. Jusb now 1 am out of a situation; but 
when I go from here I must look for another 
oneas soon asIcan. I have not been very well 
lately ; I think I want a rest.’ 

Ciarice was seized with a keen sense of com 
punction. Here was she, with every fair gift of 
fortune showered io her leap, while this other 
girl, by some strange freak of Fate, had nothing 
at all—neither home, friends, nor lover. 

Speaking on the impulse of the moment, she 


“fovited Sybil to stay with ber at her new home, 


Harst Royal, for a month or two, and the Invita- 
tion was at once accepted, 

“I will not come during the honeymoon,” 
Sybil said, after expressing her gratitude. ‘“ You 
muet have the regulation month for your billing 
and cooing, and after that a third person may 
prove a sort of relief,” 

Late that night, Clarice looked anxicuely out 
of the window te see if the weather promised 
well for the next day. Yer, the stars were shin- 
ing in a clear purple eky ; there was not a sign 
of a cloud anywhere, As she turned away ber 
glance fell on the opal, which was lying on her 
dressing-table, Seen in this crose-light, the eye 
within it was curlously visible ; and, to Clarice’s 
imagination, it seemed to look at her with a 
baleful malignancy. She shut down the velvet 
lid on the jewel with a little laugh. 

“I am nervous, I sup but that is not 
unvatural for a girl on the eve of her bridal,” 





CHAPTER VIII. 
WEDDED ! 


Tue promise of fine weather had been treacher- 
ous, The morning broke wet and gloomy, with 
low dark skies and drizzling rain, y Fairfax 
was loud in her lamentations, and only aliowed 
herself to be cheered as she saw her niece, 
arrayed In luatrous white satin, and with a wreath 
of real orange blossoms on her head, atanding In 
front of the toilet table, while Sybil Marsh put 
the finishing touches to her hair. 

‘I musth admit, Olarice, you make a lovely 
bride. If only the sun would shine——” 

“The sun will shine on the rest of her life,” 
put in Sybil, in her low, suggestive tones, as she 
handed the bride her gloves, “and now the only 
thing to be done fs to put on her jewels,” 

As she spoke she fastened the diamond etar 
that Craven had sent for the purpose, in the 
diaphanous folds of the lace veil, that looked as 
light as the mists on @ mountain top, and then 
hung her own present round Clarice’s neck. 
Lady Fairfax gave. little cry of horror as she 
saw it. 

“Surely you are not going to wear opals, 
Clarice ! Such anlucky stones for a bride.” 

Perhaps if Sybil had not been presen, Clarice 

+ have reconsidered her determination, but 
an it was, she felt ft would have savoured of in- 
gratitude to draw back; all the same, she was 
conscious of a queer little chill as the jewel 
touched her bare throat. 

"Come along!” cried Muriel Strangways, 
in at the door, ‘* The carriages 
g, and the bridegroom Is growing im- 
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esac ORIEN are ieee pemsinsunnrssanattistsilioees] 
patient, He looks so splendid, Clarice, that I} “I shall do nothing of the sort,” he answered | you would seem to have established an infinence 
feel quite envious of you. the woman, “‘ my place is by the side of my wife, | over my husband, but ft is one that I would 


A proud little smile curved the gifs lps. In 
her eyes, at least, her future husband stood un- 
rivalled, And, indeed, her pride was justified. 
Never had Craven looked so handsome azon this 
morning, ‘The uaual fault of his face lay in Ite 
melancholy, almost gloomy expression, but it had 
given place now to a glad triumph, that made his 
features tly radiant as bis y bride 
joined him at the altar. He was surpr 
pallor; as a matter of fact Clarice was still 
haunted be A eg dream-like feeling of unreality 
which her think that even yet some ob- 
po would interposze between her and her 
cover, 

But nothiog happened ; the service went on 
without interruption, the responses were made, 
and the was, slipped on her finger. Then 
came the solemn words : 

* Those whom God has joined together, leb no 
man pub asunder !” 

Afterwards she had the vaguest idea of what 
followed,—congratulations, kisses, good wishes, a 
hurried repast, then a hasty change of attire, and 
she and her husband were seated in the 
en route for their new home, and all the time 
rain fell in a steady downponr, with never a 
gleam of sunlight in the sky. 

Tt waa evening when they reached the little 
village Se Ube atiahned, anh te ber the ed 
passengers W ’ railway peo 
iooked at them curiously as they crossed the 
platform to the fine landau with ite splendid pair 
of horses waiting for them outside. 

“Te it far to Huret Royal?” asked Clarice, as 
her husband’ helped her into the carriage, and 
then took his place beside her. 


ceased raining. The clouds 

down {fn the west & stormy sunset of fierce 
and crimson threw a strangel 
wide stretches of farze 
they had noweome, As Clarice looked out she 
was struck by its loneliness: not a creature was 
in sight, not even a sheep moved, Some distance 
away the tops ofa few chimnies were visible 
o— the trees, under the swiftly darkenlog 
sky. 

“That is Grey Friars, the house I was telling 
you about,” sald Oraven, pointing towards it. 
“Ib has been empty for the last twenty-five 
years or go, which is a pity, for it ip rai a 
fine old place, Bat a man murdered his wife 


there, out of rs , is Is supposed, and since 
then it has fallen into evil odour. Hulloa, 
what's this?” 

The horees had been trotting along at a smart 


pace, quite suddenly the: up and began 
Elcking and plunging wisleatly, Thp apaibiitan 
tried his best to soothe them, but without 
sicces®, and then came the splintering of wood 
as the pole crashed to Afterwards there 
was a lull, the anf seemed to have spent 
their fary, and stood trembling and foamn-flecked, 
with a woman’s tall figure at thelr heads. 

Craven, who had hastily sprung out, recog- 
nized her ab once, and-made no effort to conceal 
his annoyance, 

* So it is you, El Yaidour, who are the cause of 
this commotion,” he obeerved. “I think you 
bh have left me In peace for this day at 
eset,” 

She looked at him for s moment without 
replying, her sombre eyes dwelliog intently on 
his face. Then she said, in the low, measured 
accsnts he knew so well,— 

“Tam giving you a final chance, it is for you 
to take or leave it. In the house, there, one 


awaits you whose words will have more power 
than mine, Go and Masten, aud afterwards give 
me your decision.” 

Clarice, who had followed Craven, slipped her 
arm timldly within his, He pressed tt reasenr- 


ingly, 





at her | and 





and I will not leave her.” 

‘*T will guard your wife, ehe is eafe here as 
in her own home, But you must obey the 
summons, and obey it alone. You would hardly 
wish "—her veice took a malicious inflection— 
Fo wife to make a third at evch an inter- 


Craven started at the eignificance of the tone, 

moved unersily, The woman, who chose to 

be known as Ei Yaidour, bent down and whie- 

afew words in his ears, which seemed to 

ave an instant effect on him. He looked round 

at the still quivering horses, and the broken 
and then seld,— 

“*Ip is clear we can’t drive: home in that, 
Jenkins,” addressing the footman, “you had 
better mount Dicmed and brig us back another 
vehicle from Hurst Royal as quickly as you can, 
Meanwhile, Clarice, we wi!l take shelter in Grey 
Friars until the carriage arrives, for it strikes me 
we shall have a downpour ere long, and ft won't 
be pleasant to find ourselves wet to the skin. 
Come along, dear, we shan’d be detained more 
than half an hour.” 

Clarice involuntarily drew back, but Craven 
org not to noties the movement, and led 

er to the great iron gates of Grey Friars, one of 
which was propped op#x, <A gloomy-looking 
portico of grey stone gave access to a large hall, 
paved with squares of black and white marble, 
and dimly mor ‘by a swinging lemp. El 
Yaidour, who been the pioveer of the party, 
threw open a door on the right, showing-« 
partially-furnished room, on whose hearth a 
bright fire was blazing. 

“Go In there, darling,” whispered Craven, “ I 
will not be long.” 

“ But surely you are nob going to leave me 
alone?” 

“Osly for a few minutes. Rest assured, I 
wiil come back to you directly I can.” 

Clarice’s lips quivered, bat pride prevented 
her from saylog more, and without another look 
at her husband she crossed over to the te 
and stood with one slender, daintily- 
foot resting on stone curb that did duty as 
fender, Ei Yaidour, having given afew words 
of direction to Oraven, followed the young bride 
to the fireplace, and stood on the opposite side, 
intently studying her features. At first, as she 
became aware of the scrutiny, Clarice was con- 
ecious of a certain amount of nervousness, but 
this was quickly followed by resentment. t 
right bad this woman ‘to thrust herself between 
husband and wife aa she had done? She raised 
her eyes and returned the elder woman’s glance 
firmly and fully. 

Have you found in my face that for which 
you ars sesking? "she asked, a tinge of scorn in 
her sweet young voice, 

The other started, and her geze wavered. 

‘*Yes and no. You are quite unlike your 
father, but at that moment an expression came 
into your eyes which proclaimed ycu his davgh- 
ter. »” 


“ You knew my father, then?” 

** Yes,” drily, ‘I knew him.” 

Silence fell between them. The storm had 
come on with renewed violence; Clarice could 
hear the raindrops dashing sgainst the uncur- 
tained window, in which the dancing flames of 
the fire reflected themselves with weird effect, 
She would have ifked to ask many ques- 
tions with regard to this woman's acquaintance 
with Sir Alvick, bat a cartain scrupulous pride 
prevented her, She kept her gaze fixed on the 
fire, conscious all the while that not a movement 
on her part escaped those watchful eyes oppcsite, 

" You have self-control snd you are strong,” 
her companion observed, presently. * Both good 
gifts, for which you wili find occasion in the 
future. You know, too, the value of silence. Yes, 
you would be usecul as « friend, and danger- 
ous as a foe. I respect courage even in an 
enemy.” 

The girl drew up her head with*a haughty 


tur: 
eo I have no wish td have character dis. 
cussed, or’ indéed to have anything at sl! to do 
with’you,” she sald, coldly.“ By ‘some menas 





A shot into the eyes of F) 
Wanioer; tho" a swift movement forward, 
an girl’s wrist, 


ed long and earnestly inte the 


ewel, 
“‘Another link,” she muttered, below her 
breath, Then aloud, “Whenee come this orta- 
ment of yours? Was it a gilt from your 


bile, wear your jewel, 
and cherish it. It is a charm that will work—- 
for me!” 

She gave utterance to s queer little laugh, 
which goaded the girl into unusual anger. 

“Leave me!” she exclaimed, {mperiously. 
**T must wait here for my husband, but I prefer 
to wait alone.” 


ockingly. 
“TI will do your bi this time, Later ov, 
our 1dles be 7 
Clarice felt as ifa load was lifted from her 
when the door closed, and she found herse!! 
alone, She wae astonished at her own couroge 
pag wy Aly rope oon 
i) not te purpose. 
Presently however, the small dusk of conquest 
away, and she began to wonder why ber 
band was so long in coming. Outelide !t bed 
grown darker and darker, snd the rain stil! bea: 
incessantly ageinet the windows. Save for thst, 
& great at brooded over the houee, broken 
occasionally by odd noises in the wainscoting, 
as ® mouse, or perhaps a rat, scufiled amongst 
ing timters. What a strange position 
for a bride to find herself inom her wedding 
tt 
sp baat sense of loneliness came over the 


hueband’s first duty was to his wife, and be 
hardly falfitled it by Jeaving her thus alons. 

When at length Lennox returned his face 
showed that the foterview he bad just come 
from bad been of an agita nature, True, be 
did his best fo call up a s as his eyes met 
those of his young wife, bat the effort was har¢ly 
successful 


“Have I-been long away, darling! Iam % 
sorry, sith jon née nish etl wast oe here; snd 
better off than {f we had had to wal» outside in 
the rain until the carriage . 

“ Has it come?” she asked, abruptly. 

Yes, I heard the wheele a few minutes 


‘Then let us get in it as eoon se wecan. {he 
air of this house suffocates me.” 
looked somewhat startled at her tone, and 


1 


F 


3 





=~ Sau ee |] i el 


Sadie 


-mel” 


Oct. 1, 1898. 


THE LONDON READER. 


587 








give the explanation which she thought he owed 
her. Bab this he made no attemptto dc. A 
deep gloom seemed to have fallen upon him, 
from which he roused himself only ae Horst 
Royal iteelf came In sight, 1: was a long low, 
red brick house, with gables wreathed in 
greenery ; all the windows were abiezs with 
light, and half a dozen servants stood fa the 
hall ready to greet their master and mistress, 

“ Welcome to your home, my darling,” Craven 
whispered, helping her to alight and giving her 
bisarm, © > 8 


The housekeeper stepped forward, curtseying, 
“As it wa such «rt evening I had a fire 
lighted {a 4s tir, and tea Is waiting 
there. I thought my lady would like a cup alter 
“Thad yery thoughtfal of you, Mis, 
Tain gas Seas Bal both be the better for 
fen though it is so close on dibner 
time. 


The library looked the picture of cosy comfort, 
with its crfsason velvet‘curtains drawn and the 
Grelight eparkling on a set of dainty china tea- 
things placed on a silver tray close to the hearth, 
Craven drew an arm-chair forward, and gently 
pushed Clarica Into it, kneeling down at h eb, 
and taking both her hands fn his, oe aa 

" Darling, darling, I can scarcely believe in ny 
own happiness. 1 seems too much to think that 
you are really mine—my own dear wife, aid that 
for the eng of our lives we shall always de 


He bent his head low down over her hands, 
and kissed them ionately. When he looked 
ap he saw that sensitive lips were ‘quiver- 


ing. 

“What is it, my dearest?” he asked, with 
quick contrition, “have I sald or dote anything 
w hurt you?” 

“Not willingly, Lennox, but. ... don’t you 
thiok a m life ought to be begun with per- 
<= —— on both sides” 

e moved uneasily. 

“Tt is better, doubtless, when possible.” 

“It is always possible. I trust you with all 
ey heart, Lennox, but you have eccreta from 


“T want you to let me share them. If I am 
4 girl in years I am a woman in heart, and your 
troubles must be mine, Trist me, my husband, 
tell me the meaning of this "s strange 
pits | will be better for you and 
lor me |” 


OHAPTER IX. 
CLARICE MAKES A DISCOVERY, 


LENNOX rose from hie kneeling position at his 
ife’s feet and walked acrosa the room once or 

, then he came back and stood opposite to 
her on the hearthrug. 

“What is it you wish me to tell you?” he 
asked, rather abruptly. 

“ Who was the woman with whom you had an 
daterview this evening ?” 

" How do you ‘know it was. with a woman at 
sll, why not witha man?” he queried, a slight 
smile curving his lips, 

She shook her head very positively. 
“So much Iam quite sure of, but I want to 
a mrp weg vo ogy a 

An », darling, is just point on which 
I can’t enlighten you. I hurts me more than I 
can eay to refuse to answer your question, but 
the secret is not my own. There are others in- 
volved in it, and if only for their sakes I must 


“' Bat the secret has to do with by: 
Ye hesitated » moment, seats, 
A al pep yl 
an't you me t of ib?” 
“ My darling, Ieanmoh” 
we te eee hata to It v0 shade baw 


back 





Once more Craven knelt before her, and his 
voice was very low and tender when he epoke, 

“Can't you trust me, sweetheart? Is it not 
enough that I love you better than my life 
—aye, better than m r he ae 

The pleading in his’ eyes Wad irre- 
sletible, and jolved to It was the pleadingw of her 
own heart, It is ‘het reason was nob satis- 
fied, but when réason and love fight together on 
® girl’s wedding-day, ft fs not difficult to predict 
which will the victory. She bent down, 
and leid her lips. sgainst her hushand’s. 
. 7 ce 


The days of the honeymoon eped by, golden 
with sunshine and fragrant with flowies. 

“Leb ua put all thought of Patd future 
away from ue—the present is encugh,” Lenoox 
sald, as he had said once before, “ At any rate, 
then, we shall have one perfect month to look 


ee re him. Together they went 
hel new home, and explored: fts grounds, 
"under the lime tree avenues, and 
‘amongst the bracken in the park, 
where antlered deer hid. At the end of the 
pnt: was a little glade of oak and beech which, 
spring, was brigh: with wild flowers, and here 
they spent many hours, under the tun-shot 
foliage, discussing those airy nothings that go to 
make up lovera’ talk, and carefully ignoring that 
skeleton whose shadow had threatened them 
such a little while ago. Sometimes they played 
tennis or racquet, sometimes they shot with 
bow-and-arrow at the two big targets set up jn 
the park, Clarice had a steady hand and a keen 
eye, and Lennox complimented her on the 
of her #im, 

“T should like to see what I can do witha 
revolver,” she ssid, on dne of these octasions, 
“If you take me abroad with you on your 
travels, ss you have promised, Lennox, it might 
be useful for me to know how to handle fire- 
arms.” 


“So it might, darling,” be answered, smiling. 
“ Well, you can practice if you like. I daresay 
I can find you some sort cf a weapon to try with. 
We'll go and have a look now.” 

He tucked her arm under his, and they walked 
back to the house, and into his dressing-room, 
where a whole array of daggers, spears, and 
firearms were woven in a pattern above the 
mantelpiece, 

“None of those will sult you, they are too 
heavy ; but I have some more locked up fn this 
secretary,” he said, as he proceeded to open the 
plece of furniture in question, which was a sort 
of chest-of-drawere, with a flap that let down for 
writing and a multiplicity of small recesses and 
cu within. 

larice peered curiously over his shoulder. 

“What « delightful, old-fashioned bureau, 
Lennox! Why, fo looks as old gs Queen Anne, 
Was thisin Hurst Royal when you bought it?” 

"No, it belonged to my father, and I kept fb 
in my diggings in London—you know, I always 
had a couple of rcoms there to which I could 
come when I was in England. That was in my 
lone bachelor days——before I knew the happiness 
having s-home of my own.” 

She looked at him rather wistfully. 
“ And are you quite—quite happy now, 
Lennox!” 

* Of course Iam, Why do you ask?” 

** Because sometimes if I have left you fora 
few minutes I find such a miserable expression on 
your face when I come back—as if you had been 
thinking all sorts of wretched things.” ~ 
“Can you expect me to look otherwise than 
ahappy while you are away, sweetheart? Why 
the very light of my eyes, as the Irish 
leave me you take the sun- 


She her head at him in rebuke ; all the 
same, the sweet flattery pleased her, and set her 
moment, Just then a 
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buresu, which was pretilly Inlaid with various 
coloured wcods, While exploriog a little cup- 
board that it contained, her fingers by accident 
pressed on & spring, and another small door at 
the back flew open, revealing a recess cunningly 
concealed amonget the drawere, With no 
thought of harm she drew forth ibs contents, 
which proved to be a smal! revolver and o 
curicus-looking ariicle which ehe held at arm’s 
length, It was—yes, it was a wig, made of dark 
hair, and having « pointed beard and moustache 
attached toit. Cuiarice tried it on ber own face 
at the glass, and laughed at the grotesque image 
reflected, Then abe turned her attention to the 
revolver, It was quite small, and light—just 
the very thing for her to practice with! And 
how prettily the silver mountings were chased | 
The pattern eeemed familiar to her. There was 
&@ monogram on it, too—the letters “A.C.” 
twisted together, inside a wreath of flourizhes. 

* Ciarice!”’ 

She turned round quickly, Craven was stand- 
fog at the dcor, regarding her with horrified 
amazement that made her buret into a fit of girlish 
laughter. 

“What do I look like, Lennox?! D9 you think 
if I put on the requisite garments, I could pass 
asaman? What o dieguise a beard Is! Why, 
I don't believe I should know even you if you 
wore this thing. Try it on, avd let me see!” 

She denuded herself of the wig and ftw de- 
pendencies, and held It out to him, but with « 
hasty movement he tossed it into the waste- 
peper basket. 

‘ * Nonsense, eee ates an. old og that 
once Wore ab a 3 but why I kept 
a ae only knows! Wheres did you get is 

mm 


She pointed to the bureau. 

‘And there was a revolver with Ib; such a 
pretty little thing. But the queer part, Lennox, 
is, that fo must have one time belonged to my 
father! for here are his Initials on the end ; and 
Tam quite sure I have seen one just like it In 
his posseesion.” 

Craven took ft from her and bent low as if 
to examine it. Hie back was to the light so she 
could not see his face, but when he spoke there 
was a strained note in his voice that caused ber 
& momentary wonder. 

** Ave there not two people In the world whose 
names begin with A. and 0.1 And are not there 
two revolvers in the world of the same pattern ? 
Why, they are turned out by the dozen, my 
darling. As for this particular one——” 

“Well, Lennox, where did you get it from ?” 

**Ib belonged to someone my father knew— 
years and years ego, before you were born. I+ 
os silly little toy—of no practical use to eny- 

ly.” 

“Can't I have it to practice with? It will 
jast sult me, as it iso light,” 

he reached out her hand to take it, but he 
drew back, and thrust it into Its former hiding- 
place, while he shook his head. 

“Tt wouldn’s be steady enough for you; bub 
here is one that may do better. At any rate we 
can try it. Come into the park again, and you 
can begin your practicing at once!” 

She obeyed ; but somehow the morning seemed 
epolled. Her zest for amusement had lost its 
edge. Lennox seemed preoccupied, and more 
than once she canght his eyes fixed on her with 
a question in them that she could not understand. 
Inwardly te was cursing himself for a fool. What 
madness had made him keep those damning 
evidences of his vieit to Sunningdale Court—a 
visit, the knowledge of which must, at all 
hazards, be kept from his wife? It ja true he 
had hidden them in what he believed to be a 
secure hiding place, but the drawer had very 
readily yielded up ite secret. He must find some 
means of getting back to his dressing-room, and 
destroying the wig and beard before anyone elac 
had a chance of seeing them. 

The opportunity soon cama, Clarice threw 
down the revolver and declared she was tired of 
saning it, She wished to go for a walk, 
rk well, darting, then i through 

you stro 
the go while I go indoors and write some 
letters, I will join you before very long.” 
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CLARICE STOOD BY THE TOILET TABLE WHILE SIBYL MARSH PUT THE FINISHING TOUCHES TO HER HAIR, 


She came back to the bouse for her gloves and 
parasol, and then set out, while he, after watch- 
ing her slim figure till in diasppeared behind the 
pee went upstaits to his dressing-room, sighing 

eeply. 

Ab ! if he could bat wipe out that one May 
night from his memory—that fatal night whose 
— was destined to darken the whole of his 
life i 

He remembered a verse from the Bible that 
he had quoted in justification for taking the 
law into his own hand—" An eye for an eye, a 
tooth for a tooth.” But now another verse from 
the same sacred book rang in his ears—‘ Ven- 
geance {s mine, and I will repay ! ” 

The dressing-room wes just as it bad been 
when he left it, but, although the waste-paper 
basket was in its usual place, it was empty. The 
thing for which he sought was nowhere to be 
found. 

Craven made a hasty search through the room, 
thinking that fn his haste he must have overlooked 
it. But no, by some means or other it had dis- 


He rang the bell hastily. It was answered by 
his valet Coote—an old soldier, whom he knew 
to be thoroughly trustworthy. 

“ Have “rg taken anything from the waste- 
paper basket?” his master demanded. The 
man replied In the negative, adding that be had 
not beer In the room «lnce directly after break- 
fast, 

“Nor has anyone elee either, to the best of 
my belief, sir,” he added. 

“Just go down and inquire. It is a matter 
of importance, Coote.” 

The valet saluted and retired. Presently he 
came back, ssying he had closely questioned all 
the servants, bub nod one of them seemed to 
have been anywhere near the dressing-room for 
the last hour. 

“In poind of fact, sir, I am sure no one has 
been inside,” continued Coote, “ for I have been 
in your study on the other side the passage 
arranging those stuffed birds you brought home 





‘ 


from America, and the door has been open all 
the time. I eaw you and Mrs, Craven come 
upstairs and go in the room about half an hour 
ago, but since then not a soul has been on this 
landing even.” 

Craven was puzzled. The man’s word he 
knew he could rely upon absolutely, but there 
was the urd ubted fact that this former dis- 

of his had vanished. Clarice could have 
nothing to do with ite disappearance, for she 
bad been with him all the time until she set out 
for her walk, it followed therefore that some 
other member af the household must be the 
culprit. 
truck by a sudden idea, he unlocked the old 
bureau, and With hasty fiogers eought for the 
secret drawer. Ib was empty. 

Craven was not often taken at a disadvantage, 
but at this worst coaofirmation of his fears he 
grew: pale to the lips, It was now beyond 
doubt that the dieguising wig had been 
abstracted purposely, and with a knowledge of 
its importance, aud that the revolver was taken 
or the same reason, Bat who could the thief 
e Not one ft te b mig» oe ee for — 

on’ go about a te 8 capa 

en bel Tepipina A se ym like that of the 
bureau. And, besides, if one had come upstairs, 
Coote ages pastas ee him. ap 8 
mystery, and more than @ mystery a 
srtehaw of evil in it, for it followed that the 
person who knew of the connection between the 
wig and the revolver, must also know something 
of that terrible night at Sunningdale Court 
fourteen months ago. 

Could it be the woman who called herself El 
Yaidour? Hardly, since she had professed her- 
self a friend of yes, and had proved her 
goodwill on more than one occasion. 

Craven paced backwards and forwards in un- 
controllable , meditating on what he had 
hapeeoed, though triding in Its, was copatle 

5 » was ce 
of the sinister interpretation with regard 





the future, It told him that the secret which 
he fmegined only two psople in the world knew, 
was now the property of a third, and who tha? 
third was he had no means of guessing. 

Presently he-wetit to the stables, and ordered 
his horse to be saddled, A good long ride across 
country might steady his nerves, and help hin 
to unravel this mystery. Before mounting, he 
left a message for his wife telling her not to 
walt luncheon for him, and then he gave his 
mare her head, and was soon fiying across the 
turf, striving to forget his anticipation of evil in 
the exhilaration of rapid movement. 

He went on and on, heedlees of the time, but 
was at last brought to « standstill by the dis- 
covery that his mare had cast a shoe. Then ft 
became neceseary to diemount and lead her to 
forge—bnt such a thing was not to be fourd 
very easily. He was right in the heart of the 
country, some miles from a village, and he had 
to walk for nearly an hour before the musical 
ring of bammer on anvil told. him a blacksmith 
must be near, The result of this was that it 
was evening before he reached home, His first 
question was for his wife, whose anxiety he had 
been vividly picturing as he came along. 

Coote had come out to meet him, an 


was a little alarming. 

“My mistress has not yet come in, sir. We 
have not seen her since you left home this 
m 


(To be continued. ) 
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In Havana there is device for protecilog 
extortion 


passengers from the of cabmen which 

might profitably be imitated in other countries. 

-posts ‘are painted [n various coloars— 

central district, blue for the second 

for the third, &o,; and thus tbe 

‘ fare” knows immediately when he has pssed 
legal boundary, and pays according'y. 
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HUNTLEY OPENED THE CUPBOARD TO FIND JOCELYN STANDING AMONG GILBERT'S COATS. 


JOCELYN DE BURGH. 


—0i— 
CHAPTER XXV, 
HER CHRISTIAN NAME, 


Lonp Huntigy stcod at the great door of 
Castle de Bargh towards five o'clock, with a face 
hat made the servant who had answered his 
ring, look curiously at him. He turned to get 
into —— hesitated, and then spoke to the 
man again. 

“Me, de Burgh and Miss de Burgh are not at 
home, you said, Has Mr, Gilbert come in 1” 

" No, alr, not yet,” 

Then he coald not have come back from Glen 
Fara, Huntley, with a curt word, sent his trap 
and servant home. He was more angry than he 
had ever been in his life, for the “ Not at home” 
was @ plece of cowardly impertinence. He knew 
quite well that Hugo was in and Moyra, too. 

He will not see me, and he won’t let Moyra. 
There’s something wrong, for he’s afraid. I'll 
see Gilbert, and find out if he has heard any- 
+ a tig phn night, or walk to Glen 

: ge !” he thought, ot 
to the garden and the short cut Tice Wiecren 

Hugo's room was on the other side of the 
house, he would be most unlikely to see that 
only the servant, and nob Huntley, drove away 
down the great avenue. 
ties inne I empresa d—— what he sees |” 
" hb the on. 

He la behaving ins most idiotloceg. eae 
why he won’t see me! He doesn’t know I take 
avy intereat in that girl.” 

His foot crushed a bit of broken glass as he 
crossed the lawn by the side door, but he did not 


notice it ; though broken glass on a neat lawn fs | 
worried 


Rot usual, Too and troubled to smoke, 
Ne gained the gate into the high road and stood 
th waiting. Surely Gilbert would come down 
«path in & minute or two ! 

hope he’s done more than I have,” Huntley 





. thought, gloomily. 
of his af 


For be had spent the early 
ternoon in a hunt through the 

villege for Jocelyn, There was not a house left 
unvisited that could teke a lodger, under the 
text that a friend of his wanted some rooms 

n Presteigne-de-Burgh. Not one of the women 
there had a lodger, he could swear to that; and, 
meantime, where could his little love have 


gone! 

He wondered if she could be out on the moun- 
tains, or worse still, trudging the lonely roads on 
her way to London. -He would wait for Gilbert, 
and if he knew nothing—Lord Huntley, of Holy 
Cross, swore that in a day or two he would! 
Bat he felt pretty sure she had joined her father 


somewhere, 
There was Gilbert now. 

Huntley went to meet him. 

“Well!” he cried, ‘ Any news!” 

**Newsa! Yes, plenty.” Gilbert’s ruddy face 
was ghastly ; he looked ten years older. 

“To's bad, I know,” The other man said, 
ree (ig * Qaick, tell me! Haven't they seen 

1 


BE The gil! 
hed 

" Forgotten all about her! By George! what 
did you go there for 1” 

“ Something put her out of my head!” 

Giibert stopped short in the middle of the 

h road, 

“ Hold bard, Hantley !” he said. ‘‘ I’ve hada 
most awful shock! I don’) know where I am, 
or what to think. I did hear news of the girl— 
or rather about her. But nove of 
them know where she ia,” 

“What did you hear, then? Not that—” he 
could bring out the words—" that Hugo 
was right in sending her off like that i" 

* No, no! He-——I don’t koow how to tell 


He turned his face away as if he were in un- 
bearable pain of mind. All bis world seemed to 
be shattered. His brother, his mother—she had 


I'd forgotten all about 





been a poor sort of mother to the son she de- 
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‘*Is HE GONE?” SHE WHISPERED, 


spised. Perhaps she would have despised him 
now had she known how he suffered for her. 


**Go on, man!” Huntley glanced at him with’ 


an impatience he could not hide, “ What's 
wrong?” 

“Everything.” With a sort of groan, "TI 
wouldn’t tell even you ; but it’s bound to come 
out. Look here! you remember the trcuble 
about my father!” hoarsely. ‘‘ Well! Richard's 
out!” 

“What of that? You can put him back 


again |” 
“Never, while I have life in me!” pas- 
siopately. ‘‘ I’ve seen him, talked tohim. He's 


as sane as you or I—always bas been. Ob 
Heaven | Huntley, he swears he never did it,” 

“Then who did!” wonderingly. 

“JZ won't tell you. Someone else can tell my 
shame.” 

Gilbert’s lips trembled, and Huntley, witha 
sudden understanding, thought of that strange 
letter from Meredith that was in his pocket, 

Then it had been Alicia! For a moment he 
stood dumb. 

**T feel—but ib doesn’t matter,” Gilbert sald, 
miserably, ‘It will all come out, I'll have time 
enough then to think how I feel. And Richard 
has been shut up for nineteen years for what 
he never did, He's got a witness,” 

“What makes you believe him?” Hantley 
asked bluntly. 

* Because I remember that the woman dis- 
appeared that very night. And another thing ; 
boy as I war, I never thought Dick did it.” 

“ He must have,” was all Huntley could find 
tosay, but the damning evidence in his pocket 
went 6 the words. “Come home, old 
chap,” he added, tenderly, ‘come home, and 
think it over.” 

“I can’t, I don’t know what to think. Listen, 
that girl—Miss Brown—well, she is Dick's 
daughter. Hugo must know all this, and only I 
have been in the dark while Dick suffered for 
another. I'd rather I'd done ft myself.” 

“ Dick's daughter! You're dreaming.” 
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Bat a hundred things cropped up fn his mind 
to confirm it, Pay she was the image of 
Gilbert himself. 

“What's Hugo done with her!” he sald, 
between his teeth. “He'll pay for 1t, whatever 
it fe.” 

“We'll all pay,” sald Gilbert, “Qome home 
with me, Huntley. I’m about done, ‘with it all, 
acd T've got to see Hugo,” 

" Does he know where Richard is?” 

Gilbert shook his head. 

*'I bad to — not © aun You don't 
know what {t is, Huntley. wrong on. 
ove aide, and on the other——” he could not go} 


on. 

Hun slipped his arm through Gilbert's, 
callie tes leant on him as though bis very 
eoul was weary. 

“You've better brains than I, Billy,” he esid, 


the devils {n hell could stop him, he cared not 
one jot for a villain like Hugo de Burgh. 

’ “ Here,” Gilbert threw him a pair of thin 
shoes, *‘ put these on. Your boots would bring 
Hago out like a shot, and we can’) run any risks 
for the girl's sake. That note was shaky—I 
don't believe she’s had food.” , 

His face was white, aa a brave yrs as 
his death, for the knowledge of his ‘s 
crime was wore bitver than s thousand’ deaths, 
Bat he etood looking for something ins drawer, 
as if he were not in an 


‘torture, ; 
snore ea 
F. Huntley did not notice what {t was he slipped 


into his pocket. 

Silently the two passed the long, 
empty corridors, till reached Hugo's. door. 
Io was ajar, but they dared not stop ; his ears 


as they crossed the garden that waa éold now the | wére like 


sun was down, * Think for me, what I ought to 
do.” é VaR eee, 


Bat Husitley’s heart wae? bot within ‘hin for 
the girl here Laoeehe Stan Browns >< 

“[ don’t know,” he 3 
wring Hugo's nesk, and © 


jast now.” * 

** He's got to see mé,” sald the 
with a black look? ‘Billy, l'd- 
ene my gwen was “2 

y ’ 
there’s aed sae 
or a letter,” hé stooped ; 
it up ; as he looked carelesaly at ib an Oath broke 
from bim, A es 

“Tye a letter to the!” He'torwolf theoft’ 
hair that bound ft, aud there fell ‘to the ground 
his own r 

‘*What!” said Gilbert, stupidly. ‘A letter 
for you /” 

In the growing dusk Huniley read the few 
lines, and thenin a volee Gilbert had never 
heard, be called down the wrath of Heaven on 
Hogo de Burgh. 

* Read it,” he cried, thrasting the torn pyper 
into Gilbert’s hand. ‘* Raad it, and you'll know 
what to think of Hugo!” 


“T promised once to send you your. ring if I 
wanted you, I want you now, but notonly because 
Tlove you. They say I’ve goveaway, bat I am 
shut up in the tower above the side door. Ob, 
my Wiille, if you love me come for me, Mr, de 
Burgh shut me up because I would not tell him 
about my father. Please come quickly for I 
can’thold out, He says he will never let me 
out till I tell, and I'll never tel. If you get 
this too late remember that I loved you fill I 
died, that I never loved another soul, Don’d 
forget me. I will sign my name as I promised 
you, perhaps I'll never sign ft again. 

“ Jocetry De Boron. 


‘*My father never did it, Willie, Martha 
Hewltt knows. Ifyou have loved me, help him, 
and help me if you can. Is will be too Iste 
to-morrow.” , 

The bold disjointed sentences brought a lamp 
into Huntley's throat, 

“ Hush, don’t speak!” he whispered, catching 
Gilbert by the arm. “I must get her out, you 
must help.” 

Bat Giibert was staring at the letter, as one 
who was waked from a fool’s paradise to find his 
home a den of thieves, 

‘*Tv'a no good going to Hugo,” he sald quite 
quietly, “*he’d outwit us. But do you kuow 
what all this will mean to ua?” 

“(If you won't help me, I'll go alone.” 

Gilbert turned to him, his teeth set, 

TL help you if we are hung for it,” he sald, 
and in silenee the two went into the honze, aud 
up to Gilbert's room, meeting no one. Where is 
this tower! I mean, how do you get to ih?” 
Hantley said, chafing at Gilbert's delay, 

“The stair door ie never used, it’s opposite 
Hago’s rooms,” drily.. *‘ We've now got to see 
where he is, first. It’s « trifle, no bat 
it’s his house aud his servants, and he'd the 
men and stop our if he kuew.” 


were true. “He wouldn't me |” 


Lys sther be had or nok 
frreaolnte,— Then fe 


getting nervous," he muttered, 
each word distinct to the breathless listeners. 
The next miaute they heard him go back to his 


room. 

Gilbert, still grasping Hantley, moved on up 
the stairs. Nob till they were on the first landing 
nw are 4 hispered. tley’ 

“ Wait, I've a candle,” he w Hantley’s 
heart beat thickly as he stared about him in its 
flickering light. ‘' It was lucky about the key,” 
Gilbert went on. “I havea turn for locks, and 
I hunted up all the old keys I could find once for 
fan. Mine is the right key; H had to get 
another made for I mislaid this. Ionly found it 
& few weeks ago. I had to keep you waiting 
while I found it.” , 

He turned without hesitation into the passage 
Jocelyn had followed the night before, and up 
the stairs, 

" Here’s the door,” he said, sharply. “ You 
open it. Ican’t. Inever saw the girl, and all 
this will mean—” he swallowed thickly. 

Hantley shot the bolt back, and stood gazing 
into the cold darkness of the tower room, It 


“ Wake up! my little love, look at 


But she never stirred. 
ao oe he gathered her to his 
reast. 

“Sweetheart, try!” he pleaded,  ‘ You're 
safenow, Do you think anyone could touch you 
here, in my arms?” 

From very far away his volce reached her, but 
not the meaning of the words, the cold 
hunger, the pain of her cut hand had dulled 
senses, A cold sickness on her’she opened 
eyes, but only to close them again with a sigh 





Huntley « Onee roused not all 


relief, 


could nob tell. Bat 


to rhe hee Sle as he had left |. 
b 


“TI thought you'd come,” he caught, but jus; 
caught the murmur, and as he rose to his feet 
with ber close in his arms, he saw she had fainted 


Asif he could not feel the weight that was 
dear, he carried hi t to where Gilbert waited, 
and pointed ia: to the séarlet bandage 
round her hand. 

Gilbert had no words as he looked at the girl, 
He stumbled av he went back for the candle, 
and fumbled a long time as he: “the door, 
It would be as well that Hugo should find thing: 
0 ee ; 

For all he taken bis stand with Richard 
he could not feel glad as each fresh count agains; 

Hago was proved. ' 
He turned to Huntley as he shiot the bo}: 
- m2 <3 


home. he 

" We've got here, and we've fi her!” he 
said, ‘But has it occurred to you how we are 
to get out?! We might open that lower door 
straight on Hugo.” 

But Hantley was listening to something far 
away, not to Gilbert. 
i ** Quick,” he erled under bis breath. ‘* Pinch 


io that candle so that ft can’t amell. TF hear 


now at that door.” 


| ‘They were fn the dark before the words were 


‘but of his mouth. mg ieee ge Ek eg 
stalr 


oblivious of apythiog else, for 
jast long enough to cover thelr retreat ! A beam 
of Nght came round the corner-—to Gilbert it 
seemed impossible that they were not clesriy 
minute he was sure Hugo saw 
in his sleeve ; for he 

about him, 

The next Huntley drew breath, Hugo and his 
light had passed on. 

“Now,” he whispered fiercely, “ get your key 
and we'll get through the door and into your 
room before he finds cut she’s gene, Thank 
Heaven, you bolted the deor after us!” 

Without a sound they slipped déwn the stairs, 
and out futo the corridor, little knew 
that as he tugged at the bolt that had secured 
his prisoner, Gilbert was locking the lower door 
behind him, and Huntley running like mad 
through the empty corridors, with the gir! her- 
self in bis arms. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 
“rpusT YOU FOR EVER!” 


Giteert, a minute bebind Huntley, flew {ato 
his room, just ae Jocelyn, wide-eyed and ghastly, 
was etruggling out of Huntiey’s arme. 

“ Qaick!” hecried. “ Hugo will be here in 
a second; he is sure to suspect me or Moyrs. 

i She tage «geod kicking,” Lord Hantley 

* Give a rd He 
returned ~* . “ What else!” 

But Jocelyn gavee little moan of terror. 

“T can’t face him.” She staggered, and caugh: 
at Huntley’s hand. 

“It would be-mo good, Wald till the gir! 
vGiibert cried with despairing ab her 

os . 

** She's right, she ay 

*’ Lock the door then,” ‘ 

“ Never do. He knows it. “ge ge 
open the door of a big cupboard. 1 
can you get in hele | but without waiting for 
an answer, he took her by the arm and run ber 
into ft, ; 

“ That's brutal—and cowardly,” Huntley ¥** 
savage. 





Bat without even looking at him Gilbert bad 
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locked the door on her and given the key to 
ley. 
arr sit. down. Be doing somethiog,” he 
ordered, flinging himself into a chair, and taking 
his pf 
cut Shey donemp, She'll faint egeinin there !” 
Beat thing she could do. I tell you, man, 
you don’t know Hugo! I mean to stop his game 
once for all.” 
Hie blood was up now; since he must fight 
against bis brother, he would fight well. Hant- 


ley, very pale and only balf ea stood staring 
at hia. 

“J don't see any reason ——” he began, but he 
never finished the eentence. 


Without warning the door burst open, and 
Hugo de Burgh stood fn the room, but » Hugo 
that neither man had ever seen, His face was 
pale aud distorted with passion till it no longer 
bore the look of a human countenance, Like a 
regiog sulmal, he stood glaring from one man to 

other, 
to What devil's work fs this?” he sald, “ By 
Heaven, Gilbert, Vil teach you to 


in my houses He ruized the wy silver 
candlestick he held and rushed ab his brother. 

“ Hold hard, | What's the matter with 
gout” Huntley his arm with o twist 


tbat made him drop his improvised weapon, that 
was heavy enough to have stretched Gilbert 
insensible, 


f 
Ff 
i 


h 
bad always bullied, Hugo changed ; 

“You know perfectly well what I mean,” he 
sid more quietly, but with the evil flicker still 
moving his upper Up. “ What devil’ 
you been playing with that girl?” 

“ What girl?” 

"You know, damn you! Mies Brown.” 

“ Miss Brown?” coolly. “ Why—you sent her 
away, last night.” 

Hisgo qure a short laugh. It was well acted, 
but it had not the expected effect on his hearers. 
“Tiat was a tale for Moyra,” he observed, with 
® suile that made Huntley start with anger. 

i 6 least, well, there’s 
no need to explain} Bat the lady merely - 


g 


London, She has in the house all right. 
pe I couldn’ have her on inti terms with 
oyra.” 


"That's an absolute lie!” Gilbert eald ecornfully. 
"You never saw the girl till the other night.” 

“I saw her months ago,” with perfect truth, 
“ How else do you suppose she came here?” 

The insinuation cost him dear. 

Huntley took him by the shoulder and whirled 
him round to face the light, 

“That’a enough, I won't have 16,” he re- 
marked, grimly, ‘If 
kick you downstairs, if {tb were your own house 
ten times over, The thing’s rotten on the face of 


it, If the gtrl is upstairs, what are you making | rose to her lips. She 


this ae about?” 

‘' How do you know she was upstairs ?"’ coolly. 
“T nover.aeid so, But she's gone, and I know 
you and Gibert are in It, I was a fool ever to 
take a fancy to & girl like that—all men are the 
#ame to them.” 

“One more word like that, and I’il make you 
aicker than you ever were in your life,” Huntley 
sald, with ominous quiet. “ You 
friende, but that’s done to-pight. If you 
had that girl w for 


Tage 


“You probably do know, 
tlow sneer, “‘not being 


cg 
££ 
i 
z 
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: a saint ltke Gilberd, 
Weil, the girl's and I'm welt ridof her, Ij’ 
Suppose you're taking Gilbert home to dine with 





eay any more I’! | strange place, Saw how like she 


you?” with Insolent politeness, to the man who 
had been used to come and go at Casile de Burgh 
as to bis own house, 

“ 1’co not going to dine here, if you mean that,” 
Huntley returned, icily. By George, would 
Hago never go! 

Mr, de Burgh was lightivg o cigarette, not a 
trace of paseion on his languid face, not a sign 
of his late expedition on his immaculate evening 


He was listening like a hare for a sound from 
eomewhere in the rooms, fur he knew that he 
was being hoodwinked, 

Come here, Gilbert,” he said, suddenly, “1 
want a-word with you,” 

Gilbert followed him into his bedroom. 

** Carss you, and Huntley too!” he sald, in a 
tone of polite conversation. “ Did you let that 
little devil out 1” 

“No,” ignoring the mention of Huntley. 

“Then where is she?” 

“Look till you find her, that’s my sdvice,” 
and Giibert returned to Huntley without cere- 
mony. 

Hugo took him at hie word, He ransacked 
the bedroom in vain. 

In the aitting-room the other two stood smok- 
ing when he returned, 

“Tt you've got her in that cupboard,” he 
sald slowly, pointing to Jocelyn's retreat, “let 
me tell you you're a fool for your pains,” Hs 
marched to ib and tried the door. 

“Look here, Hugo,” Gilbert was angrier than 
Hugo had been, “that’s enough! I haven’s got 
the key of that cupboard” (with truth), ‘‘and 


| if T bad I’m hanged if I'd give 1b to you. Gat 


out-of my rooms, or behave like a rational 
being !” 

Hugo glanced at him, then at Huntley. It 
would be impossible to streggle with the two, 
and he had already gone too far, 

“Vil make you pay for this,” he remarked 
politely, with a glance that showed his mother’s 
son was worthy of her, and, without a word to 
Huntley, he went out. 

“What can he do!” Hantley sald, con- 
temptuously. 

"Tt doesn’t matter.”” Gilbert's face was weary. 

“I'm done with Castle de Bargh, avyhow.” 
He went to the door Hugo had left open, and 
locked it, 

“Gob her ont,” he sald to Hantley ; he turned 
his back while he got some wine and biscuit: 
‘from a eide table, Gilbert’s meals were not 
always the meals of Castle de Burgh, he had 
long been in the habit of keeping supplies in his 


room, 
Huntley opened the cupboard to find Jccelyn 
standing among Gilbert’s coats, very pale, but 
f, 


“Ia he gone }” she whispered. 

Huntley nodded, leading her to 8 chair. 

“ Detak this, and eat,” Gilbert said, authori- 
tatively, “then you can talk.” He wished to 


told her story he would rether be dead and 
buried than have to believe it, With unwilling 
admiration he saw her quiet beariog fn this 
Burge tet: was to. dead 
and de ‘e—and to himself. 

Tie light came into her eyes as she ate, the 
at Huntley sud- 


didn’t mean to write,” she cried, softly, 
mindful of Gilbert across the room. ‘But I 


Hantley looked at her, bis eyes dark with 
See ted sb coraeese i 

” Heaven I waz here to get the letter,” 
Oh, Jocelyn 1” 


4% nothing but that I 
with a curious com- 


i 
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“ Did Hugo do that?” Gilbert asked, his voice 
hard with suffering. 

"No, no! he never touched me,” loyally. “I 
did that myself, I think I fainted by the window 
after I broke it,” 

His face cleared a little. He sat down beside 
her and listened in silence to ber quick recital of 
how she came to Castle de Burgh, and of all she 
had heard there, 

Her volce never rove above s low whizper, so 
mindful was she of the devilish contrivance In 
Alicla’s sitting room, even though the cripple 
was now not there, 

Gilbert never flinched till he heard how his 
mother had played eavesdropper tobim. Martha's 
story had turned him faint that afternoon ; he 
heard it quite quietly now. 

“T knew {t nearly all,” he said, as she stopped. 
* Richard told me this afternoon at Gien Farm.” 
His voice was louder than he knew, Jocelyn 
seized his arm. 

“Husb, bush! You don’t know who may be 
listening,” she breathed. 

Huntley sat looking at her, wondering how 
she had ever done the things that had led him to 
think so cruelly of her. How she must have 
suffered, and how brave a heart she must have ! 

“You know everytbiog now.’ She turned to 
him quickly. ‘Can you ever trust me again! 
You were right that vight. I had been a spy.” 

**Trast you for ever, my Jocelyn,” he eald, 
so low that Gilbert never caught the words. Bat 
Jocelyn de Burgh’s cheek crimsoned with pride. 

“I must go,”’ she said, abruptly. ‘ Can you 
ged me out?” 

“ Go where?” Gilbert asked. 

“To my father,” quietly. ‘I can’t stay 
here.” 

“Tn s minote.” Huntley bad remembered 
the letter from Meredith. He spread it out on 
the table, and the other two bent over it. As 
they read the girl’s face flushed with unbelieving 
joy ; the man’s—in pity Huntley turned his 
eyes from Gilbert de Burgh, 

“I must go now more than ever,” Jocelyn 
sald, quickly, "Bat how can I do it?” 

Gilberd glanced at her, 

“Do up your hair,” he said, harshly, ‘and 
take my long coat and cap. You're tall enough, 
Hugo may not see you ; if he does he’il take you 
forme, Huntley can go with you. I'll go and 
gst Hugo out of the way.” 

He waited till she had put on bis thicgs ; with 
the cap down over her eyes and the coat collar 
up, the long garment covering her short skirts, 
she could very well pass for him in the dimly-lit 
house if she were only seen from the distance, 

*' Now, wait till I come back.” He was gone 
at the word, and in perfect silence the two stood, 
scarcely thinking of each other in their pain for 
him, 

But minute after minute passed ond he did 
not come. 

“There's something wrong!" Huntley sald, 
uneasily, He opened the door into the hall to 
listen. There was nob 2 sound, 

“Something wrong.” Jocelyn’s beart beat 
thickly. ‘What could be wrong? Unless-——” 

She tore off Gilbert’s coat and cap. What 
= ehe thinking of, to plsy the coward like 
this? 

As Huntley turned to her in surprise she held 
up ber hand for silence. 

“ What was that?” she whispered. 

A hoarse scream of terror, so wild and an- 
guished that it chilled his blood, came from 
somewhere, the desperate outery of deadly fear. 
Sick with apprehension the girl flung down the 
disguise from her hand, and ran down the open- 

into Mr. de Burgh’s bedroom. 

*Come!” she whispered, standing fn the 
o doorway ; bub she did nob move oat of 
Huntley's way. As though her feeb were rooted 
to the floor she stood peering through the rose- 
coloured hangings. 


(To be continued.) 





CHRONIC INDIGESTION and ite attendant Misery 
and Sewing. Cured with Tonic ‘ Doctor” (purely 
vegetable), 2/9, from Chemists; 3/-, post free from 
Dr. Horn, “* Glendower,” Bournemouth. Sample bottle 
and pamphlet, with Analytical Reports, &c., 6 Stamps. 
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AN UNEXPECTED INHERITANCE. 


—20:—~ 
(Continued from page 584.) 


“Not she, my lord. People whose lives stand 
ia the way don’t often die.” 

They parted a little coldly. Guy tooka cab 
and drove off to Chelees. He had telegraphed 
from Gloucester to announce his coming, and he 
guessed Mrs, Green would tell the news to every- 
ove in the house, That very night he might 
hope for a sight of his darling. 

He was a listle :uprised himeslf, now, to dis- 
cover the hold she had over him. He 
sccepted her devotion alwage as a matter of 
course, refused to acknowledge his marriage 
with her sgsin and again, yet the moment id 
was hinted to him she was not his own, and 
they might yet be parted for all time, his love 
grew deep and tender, and he was ready to 
sacrifice the whole world for her dear sake. 

Mrs. Green received her noble lodger with 
intense respect, Guy dropped a note into the 
maj lica vaze, and strolled off to his bedroom, 
He fancied, when he returned, the vase had been 
disturbed ; but the landlady bustling in at that 
moment, he could not diccover whether his note 
had vanished. 

“To think of it, sir—my lord, I mean—that 
yon should have lived here for years, and now 
be a live lord, with a castle of your own! ['m 
sure, what with losing you and Mrs, Hilton too, 
I could sit down and cry.” 

** You won't lose me just yet, Mra. Green. I 
may stay on here a good bit if you think you 
eoald Go with a lady.” 

Mcs. Green stare. 

“A lady!” 

“Tam thinklog of being married, I can’t go 
to the Castle ab present, so if you will make my 
wife comfortable, Mre. Green, your house shail 
be our first married house.” 

“But your wife would be a countess, sirc—my 
lerd, T mean,” 

"Well? ” 

* And want a real maid and heaps of things. 
This house '}d never be grand enough for her |” 

* Well, ycu must thick about iv, and let me 
know. I shan’d want anything more to-night, 
Mra. Green ; it is getting late.” 

He heard the landlady retire to her own 
apartments, end lock the coor which divided her 
owa wing of the house from that sacred to her 
lodgers. Half-an-bour’s anxious expectation, and 
the step he knew so well sounded on the stairs; 
a minute more, and a little hand pushed back 
the long crimson curtains, 

‘ Ruby ! ” 

“Guy!” ; 

That was all, She was in his arms then, and 
his hand careased her soft hair loving'y. Per- 
haps she had never been dearer to him than now 
—when he had nearly resigned her for ever, 

" Are you giad to see me, sweetheart ?” 

“You know Iam, Guy, do you know mother 
bas altered all her plans? We are not going 
abroad.” 

“ But you are leaving here?” 

Yes, text week, Mother is co mysterious, 
She won't tell me a word about her plans, An 
old gentleman comes to see her nearly every 
day, and she sends me away all the time he stays. 
I can find out nothing except that we are to go 
away on Monday.” 

“ Mre, Hilton can go; but, Raby, she must 
leave you behind,” 

“Oh, Gay | Wuall you really tell hor at last?” 

“T will tell her to-morrow, sweetheart. Bub, 
child, do you know I have come back as poor as 
I went? I inherit nothing but a barren title. 
Raby, I can make you a countess, but I can’t 
give you atiagle luxury. It will have to be love 
io a cottage,” 

“Do you mind, Guy ’” 

“I would rather we had been rich. But, 
Raby, eince we have been parted I have found 
out nothing in the world would make up to me 
for losing you-so that you are by my eide I 
think I can face even poverty.” 

“ And you will tell mamma !”’ 





"Yew, Raby, do yru know we must be 


married # Do nod twemble eo, ewest- 
heart. I bave only just been told that marriage 
was not binding because I dropped iwo letters 
of my name,” 

Gay!” 

“ Darling, don’t look Hke that. I only heard is 
last night, Io two daya’ ume we can be married 
again by license,” 

“Then now we are not married 1” 

He shook his head. The girl's face crimsoned. 

“Not your wife! Oh, Guy, it seems too 
terrible |” 

“ The dearest wish of my heart is to repeat the 
ceremony, Ruby. I sha!l as’ your mother to give 
you to me this time, dear, and I will get the 
license to-morrow.” 

She was crying bitterly. 

“You are sure you wi-h it, Guy? You are 
not marrying me just out of pity?” 

“T am marryiog you because I want you 
for my cwa—because I cannot live without you 
Sweetheart, when cap I see Mrs, Hilton?” 

“To-morrow ; she ia alwaya dreased by ten 
Oh! Guy, need we teil] her all?” 

" It will be better,” seid Lord Delaval, gravely; 
“our last attempt at concealment failed, you 
know. Let us have all open this time. You 
need not be there at all. I wiil ask Mrs. Green 
to take my card to your mother, and tell her I 
wish to see her on urgent b ssiness.” + 

“| hope you will like her, Gay |” 

Lord Delaval felt douttful of that, but he 
only kieeed his girl-bride, and bade her good- 
night, whieperlog something fondly of the time 
stm there. would be no partings between 
them, 

“Mrs Hilton will see ycu, sir,” said the Jand- 
lady the next morning, when she returned from 
his errand, “but ehe seemed very much sur- 
prised.” 

So was Lord Delaval when ushered into the 
presence of @ young and luvely woman, who, but 
for ill-health and feeblenese, looked more like 
Raby’s sister than her mother. 

** LT hope you will not think thie visit an in- 
trasion, madam, bat I have a great deal to say 
I could not possibly explain by letter.” 

The invalid smiled, 

“T have heard that you are the head of the 
family now. It was courteous of you to come 
and see me, but I wonder hew you discovered my 
whereabouts, I did not think even your cousin 
knew my assumed pame.” 

Gay thought she must be iaeane, 

"There is some mistake, madame. I am here 
on wy own account, not on yours. I have to 
ask you for the greatest gift in your power to 
bestow. I love your daughter, and I want her 
for my wife.” 

“You love Ruby! You—Lord Delaval—want 
to marry uiy child |’’ 

“]T wanted to marry her before I was Lord 
Delaval. I wiil confess the truth to you, Five 
months sgo, when I was pleia Gay Morion, and 
three lives—as good or better than my own— 
stood between me and the title, I a: ked your 
Raby to be my wife,” 

" And she never told me,” 

“It was not her fault. My position was a 
precarious one ; without my cousin’s help I could 
not hope to support a wife. I loved Ruby pas- 
sionately, waht praiecied her to marry me in 
eecret.” 

“ Her mother’s etory over again,” said Madame 
preg slowly. “ Heaven send the child s happier 
fate 


“She shall be happy if love can make her s0, 
but I have little else to offer. Though three 
unexpected deaths have made me Far! of Delaval 
I am just as poor as when I was plain Guy 


“ Don’t you wish you had not married Raby } 
Your title would purchase an heiress.” 

"IT do nob wish to ' ’ a wife.” 

** And you are Ruby's husband ?” 

“Tam not, unfortunately. For better keep- 
ing of our secret we were married in the name of 
Rion. Madam, I assure you, on my word of 
honour as s gentleman, I never dreamed the 
change of name could make the ceremony in- 
valid, It was only two nights ago, discussing 





matters with my lawyer, I learned—to my horror 
and dismay—that until the ceremony was per. 
formed avew the law would not recognke me a; 
Raby’s busband.” 

“Y.u are free! You mean that you cul 
marry apyone else $” e 

“Taey sey so, bat I only wish to marry 
Raby.” 

“ You might find an heiress.” 

** Madam, I have been told that already, Wy 
solicitor has tried to prove to me It is my daty to 
marry my unknown coutin, the Lady Iris Morion, 
who now inherits all the property which usally 
goes with the title of Esrl of Deiaval. 4, 
urged ip was wicked to separate the title and 
estate.” 

** What did you tell him?” 

** You. can guess anewer, since I am here 
pleading to you for your daughter's hand,” 

“Do you know that Ruby has no relations bat 
myself and a distant cousin, that her father's 
family have never noticed her *” 

. “Thad is their loss, not hers,” 

“Do you know that I have been an ac‘res? 
Don’t you object to that in an Earl’s mother. in 
law }”” 

“I made up my mind before I saw you nothing 
you could tel! me would change my wishes, | 
may say now, in all res that now I havexea 
Raby’s mother I congratulate myrelf on the 
thought I may soon claim relationship with her, 
You shall bave a son’s reverence ani affection 
from me if you will trust Raby to my carr.” 

**T shall-not trouble you long. My daya are 
numbered, but my one anxiety has been to see 
Ruby safe in a husband’s home. [I have know 
bitter corrow myself, and I would fain see my 
ebild hsppier. I married a rich man, and ali his 
life he believed I married bim for his wealth. I 
bore four years of heart-breaking suspicions, and 
then I left him with my child. Noteven for ber 
suppers would I accept the money for which is 
taid 1 married him. I worked bard for Raby’s 
sake, and if she has had but few swusements 
and fewer friends I do not think she hase been 


ppy:” 

“T anz eure sbe has not.” 

" Ab first I was haunted by the idea her father 
would take her from me, but he hai otber 
children, and so he spared me my Jiotle gil. I 
had never heard anything of him aluce | left him 
until two years ago I saw his death in the 


Tr. 
ee Raby knows nothing of this!” 

“Nothing. I would not tell her to raise 
hepes and fears In her heart. Her father’s world 
and here were different, I resolved she should 
know nothing of him, nob even bis name.” 

aoe you mean she is not Raby Hilton at 


“ Hilton is simply a stage nom de plume, Per- 
haps this may. change your wishes?’ 

Guy shook bis head. 

“Where she a murderer's daughter my de- 
sires would be the same. If there is any painful 
association with her father’s nane why let her 
bear it at all? Let her remain Ruby Hilton 
until at the altar she becomes my wife.” 

Madame extended her thin, white hand to 
Gay. 

"I like you,” she said, frankly; ‘in spite of 
the clandestine nature of your lotimacy, In spite 
of that attempted secret marriage, I am very giid 
you love my child,” 

“And you will give her tome? Why not sey 
two days hence? There are no great prepara 
tions to make, and unluckily I have nothing ‘ 
settle on ber, You will let her brave the 
da of being a poor man’s wife!’ 

*¥ will let her marry you.” 

* And goon?” 

‘* Yes,” sald Mre, Hilton, slowly, ‘* becsuse, 
poor child, she must feel in a painful dilemms:; io 
heart she must think herself your wie, while is 
fact she knows she fs not.” pe 

“Thea I may ged every prepar 
Thursday, and you will come with us? You will 
be well for x 

"T hope 20; but, Lord Delaval, I would rather 
there were no concealments this time, You 
muet marry my child in her true name. 
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The ceremony wae « strictly private one, and 
only an old family lawyer and two ladies, who 
both had a right to term themselves Countess 
of Delaval, knew that it was the second time 
Gay and Iris had plighted their troth before a 
¢ 


lergyman. 

They went abroad, and wandered for many 
months in foreign lands. The beautifal woman 
who had been so long known as Madame Hilton 
et Oe eee ee and 


“Ruby can walt” eald Guy, wickedly, “I 


mean my son to be Valentine in mem 
of the first love whom all wanted me to give 
up In favour of the Iris.” 

The fair young mother 


I smiled. 
T like the sound of that—Valentine Hilton. 


Gay.” 

They asked old Mr, Cleghorn to the christen- 
and he came willingly. It was the firat 
et probe pee oa the Castle since the 
ay’s tempta' when lawyer 
tried so hard to his young Pm aright 
. the important choice which lay before him— 

ove or gold ! 


[ree END. } 


EO A eH 





Tax Swedish 
wilds che bride fills her pocket with bread, 


to everyone she meets on 
way to ch % 
ie ws coe eg fh ot al aaa 





HER FATHER'S SECRETARY. 


10 
OHAPTER XXIil, 


It was ou unusual thing for Gladys to be late 
at breakfast; but she had not put in an ap- 
pearance, even when the family had half finished 
the morning meal, 

“TI hope Giadys will be down soop, mother,” 
said Rupert. “I wish particularly to see her.” 

Was it only his fancy, or did Gwen, who was 
altting opposite him, turn pale and set the cu 
which she had just raised to her lips, hurriedly 
own again } 

** T will send for her at once,” replied Mrs Dane. 
“TI should have done so ere this, I am inclined 
to think she {fs not well this morning. She ts 
always a the san—a veritable little sun- 
beam. you seen Gladys thie morning!” 
she asked, turning to Gwen. 

“No,” she answered, fn a low voice, 

Almost as soon as the word had been uttered, 


ld are you talking about, 
Annie?” exclaimed Mrs. Dane, in astonishment. 
's message, that you 


gee eng epsae yma pl 
The maid bowed her head In her apron, 
emcee Ea loudly, her sobs choking 


7 
F 


leaf with agitation. 

“She is playing you some girlich joke,” cried 
Rupert. “Of course she would not leave ue in 
that manner.” 

* your pardon, sir, but Miss Gladys {sa 

g@ girl who never jokee,” replied the house- 


Bot Rapert did not wait to hear ber reply, In 
a moment he had the whole household aroused 
to commence a search for her. Never 
until that moment, when alarmed at the bare 

t of losiog her, did Rupert Dane realise 
how he had grown to love the fair-faced girl with 





the sweet blue eyes who had crept Into his heart 
to stay there for ever. Without her, what would 
life be worth to him? 

In the excitement, Gwen escaped to her own 
room, and sat down by the window, watching, 
with palpitating heart and bated breath, the 
search that was being made for Gladys through 
the grounds under Rupert’s directions. 

“They may search the wide earth and the deep 
seag, but they will never find her,” she muttered, 
with a cruel, exultant laugh—* never !”’ 

All day and sll night long the search when on, 
and when morning broke, Rupert was fairly forced 

the pitying servants to abandon the search to 
t for a few hours, at least. 

“ Was she not happy here?” Rupert asked bim- 
self over and over sgain, as he paced excitedly up 
and down the length of the drawing-room. 
“ Was there anything he could have done which 
he had left undone?” 

Suddenly a dim solution of the affair, which 
brought him slightly near to the truth, occurred 
to him. Slowly but surely the conviction came 
to him that she had fled from Cleveden to avold 
oe him—that she had tired of bia: and 

lo 


ve. 

A thousand little incidents seemed to prove 
this conclusively, as he turned them over in his 
mind. 

Only a few days before, the design for Gladys's 
betrothal-ring, which he had ordered at great 
expense, had arrived. He bad taken it to her at 
once for her approval before accepting it. 

*T shall have our initials interwoven in a true- 
lovers’ knot,” he declared, ‘' Does nob that idea 
pleaee you, my dear?” 

“No. Pat no initials in it at present,’’ she 
had answered. ‘“' You might wish them changed 
for something else some day.” 

So the ring had been ordered finished without 
the fnltlals on the Inside, and Rupert's great 
eagerness to see her on the morning she had die- 
appeared was bo tell her the ring had arrived by 
the early morning express, and place the gem on 
the little, slim, brown hand; and now,— 

He buried his fair, handsome face in his hande, 
too utterly heart-broken to follow the thought. 

Suddenly the door of the drawing-room opened, 
there waa the swish of s woman’s eliken garments, 
and the next moment Gwen was kneeling beside 
his chair, 

“Do not grieve, Rapert,” she murmured io 
her sweet, smooth voice; adding: ‘Ah! I wish 
I knew words with which to camfort you ; but 
the kindest that I can say seem cold, my heart 
is so full of warm pity for you.” 

He raleed his haggard face, and ib had changed 
80 in those few short hours that even Gwen was 
startled. 

*§T love her so much,” he gald, huskily, “ that 
to lose her would be worse than death to me.” 

Gwen suppressed the words that rose to her 
li hey were so freighted with rage and 
bitterness they would have frightened him. 

“Answer me one question, Gwen,” he cried, 
huskily. " Do you think she left Cieveden because 
she no longer loves me !"’ 

“Tt does not need confirmation from my lips 
to tell you that which your unerring jadgment 
must have you long ago,”” she answered, 

tly and smoothly. 

‘*Gwen,” he said, gravely, ‘‘ what Is there 
about me that makes women abhor me when | 
know them well? You turned from me, and 
now G'adys has followed in your footeteps, I 
want you to tell me the actual truth, and not 
mislead me.” 

*T—I cannot answer for Gladys, only for my- 
self,” she said. “ Ancther face crossed my path 
that took my fancy captive at that time; but the 
knowledge of his treachery ¢ used my fancy to 
die a violent death, and I reaiised I had never 
really loved any one but you. Bat {t was too 
late then for you and me to be happy, for you 
had betrothed yourself in the interim to false 
Gladys Barton.” 

“Do not say anyth'ng about her, Gwen; [ 
could not bear it,” he grosned, ‘'I may as well 
tell you that which I confessed to mother an 
hour eince ; litule Gladys is—my wife!” 

Gwen started back as though the words had 
stung her. 
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“Your wifel” paused, go near her mistrees she could have 
with dilated eyes. .| that person G t ous her hand from the tangling Gwen 
He bowed his head. She had been seated In the deep bay-window | bushes that screened her and touched Gwm’, 
‘*It came about in an unexpected ne before elther of them had entered the room, and | garments. os 
went on, slowly. “Oa the morning of day | she took particular to remain concealed The moon, which had been ‘obsoured by dark, 
ely ees ok Lele tae, cod. coe cain | povtiiect aaa eclited tuivap mock = | tea kaceal seein ckeaeeine ean 
little oa very ‘res un o t vens, visi 
minister a ehort distance from here. 1}. -“'Toe leaven works well,” Gwen muttered, | In the white mellow light. id p vaibla ee 
accompanied 2 on her errand of mercy, as after them with a little amothered laugh. | Ib ehone upon Gwendolen Melville's face, and evide 
the old gentleman fe quite a favourite of mine. | “ The arrow of j has struck home at | Marle, by a greateffort, restrained aery of terror, to his 
I do not quite know how the subject came about, | bis heart.: I want him to learn to hate even her | it startled her ao. ; py 
but as wesab there he that the last | memory!” **T cannot resist the fascination that draws me ips ¥ 
service he should like to this world would With winged feet Gwen hurried to her room, | to this spot,” muttered G loud; “and I whit 
be to unite Gledye and me in and ones there, she fastened the door with great | never bend over {b without the fear that TK 
‘**You have engaged my fn that | care. : I shail see these waves— as black as Hades—part, prom 
capacity for a month hence,’ he continued, G.iog at once to her writiag-desk, she drew | and a white, dead face confrontime. Ugh ! how deatl 
weakly ; ‘ but I feel sure I shall never live to see | from it » bundle of papers, at which she glanced | can I endure this awful strain;mpon my nerves find | 
that day. I is only the fancy of a sick old man,’ | hurriedly. sad not break down under ib?” “) 
he m . g to me, ‘but I cannot tell | .*‘ Yes, these are the ones,” she muttered, as| Gwen picked up a stone and flang ib with ail but 1 
you, sir, how I long to see that engel of a girl Gfentbe tae onhanah tet hands that trembled, | her strength down into the black...watera, then hand 
given into your safe cg your dear young her calmness. turned, but as she turned she was confronted by G 
wife. I cannot tell why lopging has taken fea he rey setae the little crumpled | the reflection of her own face in the pool. that 
such a hold on my mind.” note found in Gladys "s roor, “Tt-has come, at lest—her white dea? face~. tuft 
"Tam quite willing that the ceremony should | They had been written back-handed ‘for the | back to the world to haunt me!” ..., W 
take here and as soon as I can obtain a | most part, with every conceivable formation of Aad with another shriek: more shrill than the ths 
licence, if Gladys is,’ I answered at once, ‘for, | the different letters—cramped and angular, long | first, Gwen fied in terror from the ‘spot. dow 
i as you say, it will only hasten matters one short | and smooth, ugly and artistio—until pecu- Bat when ehe reached the house she found egal 
i month.’ . liarity of the autbor’s manner and stylé} Marie already there awaiting her, “ 
“ After much persuasion Gladys consented. | of penmanship was en oblitera Marie bad heard from the servants ali about foun 
Arrangements were soon completed, and Giadys Burned papers tell no tales,” muttered Gwen, | Gladys Barton’s- upaccountable and mysterious ever 
became my wife, lighting the gas and holding the fla bite | disa and she had said over and over to “Bs 
" We sgreed on the following day to announce | over it until one by one they were reduced to # | herself: “It isan fll wind that will blow good to this 
our marrisge; but that very night Giadys must | charred mass of crumbling paper. * Let him | Gwendolen Melville, She will. have her lover pea 
have regretted the hasty step, and, to avold my | think she with» favoured lover, then he | Rupert Dane, back again ;.” and watching Gwen wor 
claiming ber, fed from me, Now you know all, | will school his heart to the task of keenly, she soon found that thie was certainly hav. 
Gwen, and cap better unders my terrible | her. When‘that is accomplished, my revenge fatention, . - righ 
gelef, upon Gladys Barton for daring to between’ a month had passed, Ruperts Dane once T 
“I would give my life itself, if it were the | me and my lover will be co »=~ “| more began to seek her society as he bad done in Mar 
price, to find my darling, my sweet, biue-eyed | There was no moresearching for Giadys;' The} those old days before be had: known Gladys: eb 
Gladys. Ah, Gwen etrong man though I am, my | servants were ordered to discontiane it, and great | Mamie would watch Gwendolen with a strange a 
trouble is greater than I can bear |” aa their surprise was at this command=for he’| light in her eyes, and often au.odd smile that wa ap 
Mrs, Dane was greatly perplexed over Gladys’s | was anxious to find some trace of her--no one | not pleasant to see curved her lips. mol 
sudden and anaccountable disappearance. had aught tovsay against his or her young | One day she heard that. discussed in the ser- ms 
As soon asshe had gained sufficient etrength, | master’s orders. But from that hour Rupert | vants’ hall which she had to hear for’ lor 
she went at once to the girl's room and examined | Dane was a changed man. He shut himself up| sometime—theanzouncement of Gwen's marriage Y 
carefully everything In and about it for some | ihipsnite of rooms, tefucing even his mother | with Rapert Dane. sell 
clue that might aid her in uoravelling themystery. | admittance for at a time. " How can he marry !” cried. one, “ when be § 
All her clothes were in the wardro " The greater grief and the more violent | has a wife living }” Ma 
was disturbed. Mrs. Dane was just about to } the sodner it will be over,” Gwen would often say} ‘The courts have granted him oa bill of the 
turn away, when she espied something white {n | to herself, divorce,” was the answer ; “and it wa: no more act 
acorner of the room. She picked it up andj Contrary to her fondest hopes, Rupert did not| than right whenshe fied from him with another— too 
found it to be a note addreesed to. Gladys. It ran | come to her for coasolation, During the weeks | on hor wedding-day at that,” at 
as follows: " Deareat Gladys,—All le In readiness |.that followed he seemed to draw more aud more | — till, not one of the servants cared to see the col 
for to-night—do pot fail me, B. D.” | aloof frou: her. proud, imperious heiress reign as mistress ‘bere. 
Gwen, through pique, would have started for| Mrs. Dane, with tear-wet eyes, heard of (wen wa 
home had not Rupert’s mother entreated her so | betrothal te Rupert, wa 
earnestly to stay and comfort thew yet alittle| “Are you pleased, mother!” haasked. resting dre 
while, » ‘ ss tate, Genin taadmntens Ine ihoolsan fie 
CHAPTER XXly, Gwen had sent for her maid, and when Marie} §*] am, if it.will bripg amy comfort into your 
perf lai, dooyoo ae RRR eg life, son,” she answered, brokenly. ‘1 sball ere 
Tae emotion of Mra, Dane upon reading | and thin Gwen had grown. try to heras your mother should love the he 
Gladys letter cam better be imagined than de-| §She was also amazed to learn that the beautiful | woman whom. you make wife, but, ob! | 
scribed, heiress depended altogether on narcotics to pro- | Rupert, I—I can never our poor lst ps 
It all seemed clear enough to her now—Gladys, | duce sleep; that there were times when even | Gladys, Somehow I cannot quite bring my:elf rh 
whom ehe had trusted in so profoundly, Gladys, | these her, and on these occasions no} to believe her the guilty creature you imagiueber It 
whom she had believed to be little less than an | matter how late the hour was, Miss Melville | tobe, I cannot school. myself te the thought wi 
angel, had eloped with—an old lover, would; call for her long cloak and dark scarf and | that she could do s wrong action, You are free wi 
With unsteady steps she sought her son In the | would go out lato‘the grounds... . from her now, free as air, bub, ob, Rupert! | ’ 
library, and then, to her lotense astonishment, “‘ Why does she do this} Marie wondered | would like you to doone thing for my sake io of 
she discovered that matters were far graver than | over and over again in bewilderment. ‘' The | order to 2eb my heart at rest.” “ 
she had anticipated—that Gisdys was Rupert's | best way to do would be to follow her the next) “I would do anything in my power for you, th 
wife | time,” uized the shrewd little French | mother ; you have but toask, aud if it be withis to 
She did not tell him of the discovery of the | maid, “and find out for myself.” my power, consider it done.” fo 
note until some days later, when the first force | Marie had not long to wait for an opportunity, UT would like you to search for Gladys Barton, to 
of the blow had epent itself, and his deep grief | for the very ag Ray upon which she formed | and find her,” she faltered, “and hear from ker 
over tv even then terrified her. thie resolution Miss ville called for her wraps, | own Hips whether she is innocent—or—gulity srt 
“T never knew I had a rival in Gladys affec- | even though the hour was almost midnight, before you bind yourself irrevocably — to — he 
tions, mother,” he said, hoarsely, ‘‘Ihave heard | «J have retired if Mrs. Dane showld by any | another.” ; bi 
her say time and a that I was her first and | chance happen to.call.me, You understand, He drew back and looked.at bis mother with fir 
only lover. Great heavens! how could she be so | Marie.” astern, white face, 
false, she who seemed the very perfection of “ Qui, mademolselle,” murmured, Marie, with * You have heard. me -v6w, mother, thst J ¥ 
truth! I cannot form the slightest conception | 9 demure little nod. shall never look. upon her face again—living “* a 
of who Gladys’ lover can be;” and for the| Silently asa shadow Miss Melville stole out of | dead,” he sald gravely and very 3 
twentieth time he ran his keen eyes shafply over | the house and: down the long winding path “Do it for my sake, ” she whispered. ti 
the vote, through the is, pausing now and then to | “My heart prompts me to-plead to you to grant a 
" Mother,” be continued in a low, Intense | take a glance about ; but this care- | my prayer. Ab, my son, donot refuse me I beg 
voice, “I cannot rid myself of the impression | ful observation did not reveal to ber keen eyes | of you!” retina ’ a 
that Ihave seen writing In this same hand be- | the slim, dark, form stealing as allently as.a veri- iis featurea worked convulsively, and it ws m 
fore, but I cannot call to mind any one of my } tableshadow after ber, Gwen took a circuitous | some. moments ere he could. trust hime:lf t 
business acquaintances who knows Gladys.” route to the Blsck Pool, and there she paused, | speak ; he said,-—— : ft 
Neither mother nor son ever dreamed that Intently.over ite brink down into its ‘Your will shall. be: law, mother. I wil ; 
this vecy private Interview between them had | dark, impenetrable waters, And here also Marig ! find Gladys, and you shall hear. the story of ber 
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from her own Ups ere my marrige wi 
Pron takes place, This f promise you solemnly.” 


CHAPTER XKXVY, 


Rurznt Daye wae greatly surprised at the 
evident relief which his caleaes promise brovght 
he would search Gladys out 
ere he wedded another, and learn from her own 
Ups why she left him ; but Gwen beard of it with 
white face and dilated eyes. 


find her—perhaps % 

“No,” he answered ; “ the world is not so wide 
but that I can find her ;” and he bowed his fair, 
handsome head and sighed deeply. 


Gwen dared not give utterance to the b 
that sprang to her lips we her mind followed {fn- 
tultively the bent of his meditations, 


ths door and commenced pacing 
down, crying oub that the fates were working 
against her. 

“Tf [have to walt for him until after he has 
found Gladys, I shall have to waft for him for- 
ever!” she couttered, hysterically, to herself 
“Bat let me thiok—I must think my way out of 
this new dilemma which menaces all my future 
peace and happiness. I have never known one 
moment of rest from the terrible thoughts that 
im ho me esince—aince that terrible 
night!” 

There waa a Mght tap at the door. It was 
Maio it Senne into the room like a 

ow. 


“They told me downstairs that you had come 
headache 









tp to your rdom ' ® . , made- 

” she eaid, | .. Would 50u lite 

me to brash your. hair?—that always you, 
T once heard you way.” : 

replied Gwen, throwing her- 


sell wearlly back fa her ebair. 
— knew ehe ao ys ron dar em Sear 
was brushing dark sliky ; but for 
the first time while under Marie's deft fingers her 
= — found no relief, ay hy despair she 
ook up the evening paper from the marble table 
at band, and endeavoured to love herself {a ite 
columns, 

But the question was ever before her: How 
was she to convincs Rupert that Gladye Barton 
was lost to him forever without betraying the 
pipe ret (ne so heavily on her teri- 

Even the frightful rallway scoldent at th 
cross-roads afew miles distant could not date 
her thoughts. 

She was just about to cash the paper im- 
pstiently aside, when her eyes became euddenly 
It was a deecription of the dead men 

t dead wounded 
who bad been taken from the wreck, and ended 
with the following : 

. The last body taken from the wreck was that 
of a rae oo fair-haired woman, whose face 
as wellas her clothing was burned beyond recogni- 
tion, A young and handsome man was known 
ri _ a ate om ae her, but search 

1m ; trace eeems 
to have been lost.” : ve 

Very slowly Gwen read the paragraph through 
ap Oe pe illgages poe 

es over time, a startling thought 
had come to her—s thought so daring that at 
fret it almost took her breath away. 

Leave me to m , Maric,’ she said in a 
voice tremulous excitement, ‘‘I—I shall 
not Want you aby more to-night, Ishalil not 
joa the family at dinner, Say to them, when 
they come to call me, that I have lain down with 
a ueadache, and do not care to be disturbed.” 

She fs going visit the Black Pool again to- 
night,” thought + but she made no com- 
men‘ aloud, only bowed and withdrew. 
toon bos Ree vin | 

: window, saw the slim form— 
which she . | Y 
ioekd re mea as Miss Melviile’s, 


the houce and hurry down the broad walk, keep- 
ing well in the shadow of the trees. 

“T will circumvent you, my lady,” muttered 
Mario, reaching for her hat and eacque. “I will 
go around to the pool by the short path, and 
surprise you thers.” 

Marie waited by the Black Pool in the heart of 
the lonely wood for long hours: but, much to ber 
consternation, Miss Melville did not put in an 
appearance, As for Gwen she had laid ber plans 
carefully and skilfully, being just in time to 
catch the up express ; and no one would have 
dreamed who saw the smail, alim figure in black, 
with the black veil drawn closely over her face, 
getting In the train at that hour of night, that it 
was Gwendolen Melville the haughty, beautiful 

8, 

Her destination waz the crosa-roade, which she 
reached after half an hour's journey. 

The crowd was still co great, and the exclic- 
ment ed intense over the claiming of the bodies 
of the uvfortunates by grief-stricken relatives and 
friends, that the entrance of the quiet little figure 
in black was not noticed, 

Threading her way among the ghastly objects 
over which men, women, and children were sob- 
bing, Gwen came across that for which she 
eearched—the body of the unknown fair. batred 
girl—lying alone, a little apart from the rest, 
unnoticed, uncared for. 

Fora moment her guilty heart almost ceased 
beating, the he'ght and form were so like 
Gladys's. 

For one instant she stood there healtatingiy, 
then nerved herself for the part she had to play. 

Glancing furtively around, she eaw that she 
was unobserved, and quick as thought Gwen 
noe the iaiees form, and with icy, 
trem hands slip & emall package in the 
dead eit bosom. a 

No one had observed her, and with fleet foot- 
steps she hurried away from the horrible scene, 
scarcely breathing until she found herself in the 
pure open alr once more, and beyond the hearing 
of the piteous cries of those weeping over their 
loved ones, , 

It ssemed to Gwen an age ere the return ex- 
press, pofling and panting, pulled up at the 
station; and within the next hour, trembling 
with excitemen!, she was stealing cautiously up 
to her own apartment, 

Was it only her distorted fancy, or was there 
& slight, dark figure flitting on before her down 
the dima passage-way ? she vaguely wondered. 

To her surprise, she found Marie standing wait- 
Ing for her at the window fn her room. 

Gwen frowned darkly. 

“TI told you not to wait ap for me,” she eaid, 
haughtily. ‘ Why have you done so!” 

The French maid was equal to the occasion. 

‘*You told me to say you had retired, made- 
molselle,” she said, smoothly; “and Mr. Dane 
eat in the Mbrary with the door wide open, I 
knew he must cee you when you came In from 
your ramble about the grounds, and | stood here 
to watch for you and warn you about it,” 

"But you do not seem to have been successful 
ia watching for me,” returred Gwen, sharply, 
‘Sor you would have seen me coming up the 
walk.” 

“J did see you, miss,” answered Marie, " but 
it was quite unnecessary to call to you, for the 
lights in the library went out ten minutes ago, 
and I heard Mr. Dane’s heavy tread, a moment 
later, passing the door on his way to bis own 
a t ” 


“ Help me off with my hat, closk, and boots,” 
said Gwen sinking Into the nearest seat, “and 
then mea eleeping-dravght. Iam atill 
nervous, and have a terribie headache,” 

Marie had observed, the instant her eyes reated 
on her mistress, how nervous and {rightfully pale 
she was; acd she observed, too, as she helped 
her cff with her long dark cloak, that the garment 
was covered with dust and cinders, 

“ Where did she go while I waited for her so 
impatiently at the Black Pool!” thought Marie, 
in wonder, eyelng her narrowly from beneath her 
l dark lashex, 
hours after Gwen had sunk Into.a deep 





sleep, from the effects of the opiate, Marie 


pondered over that question, but she could arrive 
at no eatisfactory solution. 

It was late when Gwen opened her syes the 
next morning, She awoke, hearing the sound of 
volces in the room. Mrs, Dane and Marle were 
standing at her bedside, talking earnestly. 

“T am so glad you are awake at lest, my dear," 
said Mra, Dane, in a sobbing voice, “I have 
strarge and most unfortunate bews to read to 
you about poor lost Gladys. I swooned when 
Rupert read it to me from the morning paper. 
Listen, Gwen,” 

And with hysterical sobs choking her utterance 
at every few words, she read slowly : 

“*The work of securing the bodies of the 
victims of the terrible railway eccident at Shelby 
cross-roads was concluded late last night, and 
the remains of every one has been Identified, in- 
cluding the fair young girl we referred to in theee 
columns yesterday as giving no clue by which Ler 
identity could be established, Ib appears that in 
the hurried search the attendants overlooked a 
package which was found, later on, in the dead 
weman’s bosom, It conelated of a emall bead 
purse contaiaing a small sum of money, a few 
visiting-carde bearlpg the dead girl’s name — 
Gladys Barton—and a bunch of keys on a steel 
ring, which also bore the initials G. B. This is 
the only body which remains unclaimed.’ 

*' Rupert took the early morning train there,” 
continued Mrs. Dane, “ and—~and he will retarn 
by noon bringing with him all that remaina of 
poor Gladys, When the fled from him, the law 

ted him his freedom—that was man’s lawa ; 

mt I have always held that In the sight of 

Heaven she would be my sov’s wife until death 

should part them. Those whom Heaven hath 
joined together, man should not put asunder.” 

Gwen had buried her face in her hands, and 
was trembling violently. She tried to speak, 
= the words died away unuttered upon her 

ps. 

No one wondered at It when, a little later, 
Rapert returned with his jitifal burden, Marle 
brought down word to the sorrowing group sob- 
bing around it that Mies Gwen was too fll to bear 
the terrible sight, and could not leave her room. 

Cleveden was so far removed from the little, 
scattered village, and occupied sc isolated a plece, 
that the affair created no sensation, and the house- 
hold mingled their tears unintertuptedly over 
the coffin, 

It had been decided that the remains should be 
placed in the receiving vault of the old uncle who 
had made Rupert? his heir, until further arrange- 
ments could be made, and this was accordingly 
done, 

On the following morning Gwen announced 
ber intention to Rupert and his mother of return- 
iog to her home for the present ; for the evening 
before, in discussing the sad affair, Rupert had 
plainly intimated +, out of respect to the 
memory of Giadys,’a year at least must pase ere 
be put another in her place. 

Gwen was too wise to argue the matter with 
him at such a time; but she made up ber mind 
secretly that she should be his bride ere quarter 
of tha» time had expired. 


(To be ecntinued.) 








TRELAND’s national emblem, the shamrock, 
grows in many parts of the United States, It is 
identically the same as that which flourishes on 
the coil of Erin. A good many poople confure 
the shamrock with clover, which it sesembles 
considerably, but the sbamrock can always be 
told from the other by Its small, yellow blossoms, 
exactly like a strawberry bloom, This blossom 
puts forth five little yellow leaves, Now the 
blossom of the clover fe either red or white, and 
it is Jarger and shaped differently, The sham- 
rock has three leaves, which, in moet fnatances, 
are perfect in their heart shape, though not 
always so, and ib grows luxuriantly in limestone 
regions, 


“THE HUMAN BAIR: Ite Restoration and Preser- 
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THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


—0i— 


“My waltz, I think, Miss Neville?” 

Kate Neville tarned at the sound of Roy 
Palmer's soft voice, and without a word laid her 
hand on his arm ; a minute later they had joined 
the dancers. 

As they moved in perfect step to the throb- 
hing music that filled the alr, Kate could feel 
Roy’s heart beating heavily, and the clasp of his 
hand grew close and tender. 

In complete silence they fiolshed their dance ; 
but aa they paused near a window, Roy bent 
down to his companion, 

“My darling, I cannot let you leave my 
arme !” he whispered, vassionately. 

A wild thrill ran through the girl ; the crimson 
blood swept over her cheek, but she bravely 
lifted her eyes to his, with all her heart In them. 

There was a flash of light In his dark eyes, 
while his heart exultingly sald : 

* Won !” 

He drew a deep breath ; he dared not — 
= stood with close sat beth, mastering him 
ne) 

The silence was broken by the appearance of a 
gentleman, who claimed Kate for the next waltz. 

Roy watched her as she moved away, his love 
plainly shining in his eyes, entirely unconscious 
ra other flashing, angry eyes were watching 

m. 

Just outeide the window sat a girl with 
clenched hands and set teeth, and a heart afck 
with anger. She had heard that passionate 
whisper, and the knowledge that the man she 
worshipped had given his love to another roused 
in her the wildest fury. 

“Marry her! I would like to see you!” she 
muttered, between her teeth. “If Iam not to 
be your wife nelther shall she. Ah, I will wring 
your heart this night—aye, now.” 

Mr. Palmer!” she called. 

Ab the sound of his name Roy turned, and 
saw the young lady who had drawn aside the 
curtain, 

“Why, Miss Merril], how can you resfet that 
mausle? he eaid, as he stepped through the low 
window. 

“T am eo tired,” she returned. “And It Is eo 
deliciously cool here that I stayed to rest.” 

She was mistress of all the arts and wiles of a 
finished woman of the world, and she used all 
her skiil to keep him by her side. 

Bright and witty. her comments upon things 
and people amused "R ry. in spite of himeelf. 

‘*Ab! there goes Kate Neville!” she ex. 
claimed, as Kate appeared in sight, ‘How 
beautiful she looks to-night! By the way, what 
ha: become of Mr, Stanley, who was so attentive 
to her the winter before last? Do you re- 
member him?” 

Roy bit hie lip; but, forcing down his annoy- 
ance, he answered,— 

“TI know Stanley well, 
that.” 

"Did you spend the wiater in Brighton two 
years go!” asked Cora. 

‘*T was abroad all that winter,” said Roy. 

“Well, | spent two months there, I met Miss 
Neville everywhere, and Mr. Stanley was her 
shadow, much to my surprise, for I had always 
credited him with more reuse.’ 

“What do you mean?” asked Roy. 

“ Why, I was puzzled to know what attraction 
such a gir] could have for a man so refined as 
Mr. Stanlev. She made no cecret of her fond- 
ness for cigarettes, and I myzelf have seen her 
drink more champagne than many men would 
venture to take at one time, and yet Mr, Stanley 
seemed determined to win her,” 

“And did he succeed ?” asked Roy. 

Large drops of perspiration stood thiekly on 
his forehead, and hie hands were clenched. 

‘I suppose he would, ff he had not dropped 
her so suddenly. No one ever seemed to know 
what the trouble was, but there was no doubt 
that one of her mad escapades had thoroughly 
disenchanted bim. He left the place very aud- 
4eoly, and Mise Neville was followed everywhere 
by another. However, I think it was a lesson to 


but I never heard 





her, for she bay been more circumspect this 
winter. Ah! here comes my partner, and I 
expect you are delighted, for I fear I have bored 
you nearly to extinc‘iov.” 

And with a gay little laugh Cora Merrill swept 
away, fully consci us of the anguleh she left 
behind her, 

Poor Roy ! be fell straight iat» the trap. He 
never for a momenb believed the girl would 
maliciously deceive him; and yet it seemed im- 
possible that Kate, whom he had believed to be 
almost perfect, was deceitful, bold and cosrs:. 

As he entered the room he came face to face 
with Mrs Latimer, an old friend of hie. 

“Ob, Roy, you are just the one I want! You 
muat go on this yachting trip. I do not Intend 
to take a refusal. I am so disappointed that 
Mr, Stanley cannot join uv, as he expected.” 

Here was an opening for him to escsps meet- 
ing Kate. 

Instantly he accepted the invitation; then 
rald, somewhat abruptly,— 

Mr. Stanley was av one time, I. believe, a 
great admirer of Mise Neville? ’ 

Mrs. Latimer appcared greatly embarrassed. 

“That was an unfortunate affair, which I 
hopei was forgotten,” she answered, and then 
parsed on t> another topic. 

Neither Kate nor Cora saw Roy again that 
evening. 

He went home, and spent the moat miserable 
night of his life. 

As the minutes passed, and Roy did sot appear 
to claim the remaining dances she had promised 
him. Kate’s heart grew heavier and heavier. 

With a supreme ¢ffort she concealed her un- 
happluess ; with witty repartee and merry laugh- 
ter, ehe hid an aching heart, 

But‘in the privacy cf her own room she gave 
way to her grief. 

“Oh, why did [ let him look into my eyes and 
read my secreb?” she cried, in an agony of 
shame, 

And the poor girl burst into a passion of 
tears. 


A few days later she heard that Roy had sailed 
for the Mediterranean. 

As the weeks gliced away, if Kate’s lovely 
face grew thinner and paler, no one suspected 
the cause. 

The season was drawing to a close, and she re- 
joiced at the proapect of leaving a "place where 
ahe had euffered eo much. 

With a heavy heart she dressed for the last re- 
ception she expected to attend. 

The rooms were crowded when she entered, 
and In the moving mass of humanity she failed to 
wee Roy Palmer, whose eyes never left her 


Ace. 

Poor Roy! He had trained his heart for 
weeks, and it rose in rebellion the moment he 
aaw the girl. 

He started like one shot ag he noticed a young 
man push his way to Kate's side. 

Tt was Stanley ! 

He bowed over Kate's hand with great cm- 
pressement and she welcomed him warmly, 

With compressed lips Roy turned away, sick 
at heart. 

Later in the evening he met Stanley in the 
dressing-room. In some way Kate's name was 
introduced, and Stanley spoke of her in terms of 
great admiration. 

“She is an old acquaintance, is she not?” 
Roy asked, 

* No; quite the contrary. 
her s few weeke.” 

*'Do you mean to tell me you were not ac- 
qualuted with Miss Neville two, winters ago?” 
demanded Roy. 

A crimaon flush spread from Siéanley’s collar 
to the roots of his hair. 

“T expect you refer to a distant relative of 
this Misa Neville, who was here two wicter's ago, 
and who is a very different kind of a girl.” 

And with a hasty “‘good-night!” Stanley 
a: without noticing how his informa- 
tion had affee' 

The floor and ceiling seemed to meet before 
the eyes of that young man, and the things 
in the room ‘chased each other in the wildest 
way. 
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Giving himself a shake to restore his 
mel senses, he tarned and went swiftly 
downstairs. 

In a fow minutes he was beside Kate, 

Miss Neville, this is our walt?” 

With a Httle gasp, Kate turned at the sound 
of the voice that four long weeks before had 
addressed her in almost the same words. 

Tne suddenness of the attack was too much 
for her ; unresisting, she allowed him to lead her 
to 8 emall reception room. 

He closed the door, and then all the man’s 
control forsook bim. 

"Oh, Kate, can you ever forgive me? Can I 
ever make you love me! Belleve me, I have 
been mad!” 

And he certainly gave her good cause to think 
be was still in that unhappy condition, 

Keeping her hands loc in his, he 
forth hie story—incoherently, per » but it 
left no doubt in Kate’s mind of love for 
her. 

Carefally she kept her face averted. 

“Ab, my darling! is there nothing I can 
do to win your forgiveness ?”” 

“No,” she answered, in a low tone. “ You 
forget I am a woman——” 

"Kate, do nob break my heart!” he inter- 
rupted, catehing hia breath desperately. 

“And to a woman who loves,” she went 
on, “there Is nothing to forgive,” she 
finished, in a whisper, hiding her face on his 
breast. 

Straining her to his heart, he laid his lips 
to hers. softly and tenderly, and in that 
moment was vouchasfed to them a foretaste of 
heaver, 

Cura died an old mafd, 
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FAOCETIZ. 


, bgp © Bat if there’s no hope of saving 
im, what are you going to ‘orm the opera- 
tion for!’ Doctor: “ Ibeecale pean? 

Jenkins: “I wonder how it happens that Miss 
Kidd is always out when I call?” Biiss: “Oh, 
just her luck, I imagine,” 

Wiris: “What is a parvenn?” Hubled: 
“That’e what the man who got rich ten years ago 
calla the man who got rich yesterday.” 

“ Mary, there's dust on the piano at least six 
weeks’ old.” ‘* Bat, Missis, that’s the fault of 
the last maid—lI’ve only been here three weeks.” 

Apminine Fann; “I don’t see how you 
manege to read all these books,” Great Reviewer 
(stiffly): I don’s read ; I criticise,” 

Practical Farner: “I've given you a 
college education ; what more do you want!” 
Son: “You haven’t yet supplied me with the 
means of living up to it.” 

First Acton: ‘Many a» time m old 
father implored me not to ceaclbe dl ye Ml 
— Actor: “Don’s worry, old man—you 

n e,”” 

Jeans: “No, I never take the news 
home, I’ve a family of grown-up daughters, 
you know.” Beans: *' Papers too full of crime, 
eh!” Jeans: “ No, too full of drapers’ sales,” 

Buster : “I'd Wke to see that new device of 
yours for the theft of a watch.” 
Kister : Qan’t show it, It was stolen from me 
yesterday by a pickpocket,” 

, Mus. Maw (meeting her former servant): 

Ab, Mary, I suppose you are gettin 
wages at your new place?” “No, ma'am. I 
4m working for nothing now; I'm married,” 
“Yes, grandmas, when I graduate I intend fol- 
owing a rig career—write for money, you 

, Willie, dear, haven't 
dons anythiog else moat you y Beg been at 
eollege,” 

Mrs, Jones: “Why, Mra, Brown, you're not 
going 20 soon? I thought you were to be here 


all th, ” ° 
hedeall io tab “I did intend to; but mg 


§ murmur,” 


% 





sent me a cheque—without 


Map: ‘‘ Mem, the baby has gone off, and no- | 
body has eeen him for an hour, and, mem, he 
left the gate wide open after him.’ Mistress: 
“Gracious! Left the gate open. Then Fido 
has probably run away, and just as like as not I 
shall never see the dear thing again.” 


Ex-servant: ‘My husband’s been beatin’ me | P®Per 


again, Mise Mary, and I'd twenty minds to have 
him arreated.”’ Miss Mary: ‘‘ Why didn’t you 2” 
Ex-servant: “ Weil, I was thinkin’ too, with me 
so lame, and him not workin’, how’d I ever get | 
money to pay the fine!” 

Wings : “* Catch me golog to Mount Fashion 
another summer.” Mioks: ‘‘ Hot there?” 
Winks: ‘No, Cold enough for blankets every | 
night.” Minks: “Then what was the matter | 
with 16?” Winks: “They didn’t have the | 
blankets,” 

Furenp From Town ; ‘* Yes, it’s a pretty place, | 
but {sn’t it rather awkward, g an hour away | 
from the station?” Ruralist: “Well, even | 
that’s an advantage, for it means that visitors | 
are obliged to start away early to catch the | 
trair.’’ | 
**Wuat |” said the judge, “you expect me to 
send your husband to prison when you acknow- | 
ledge that you threw five flat-lrons at him and | 





he only threw ove at you?” “ Yes, that’s all | , 


right, judge,” said the irate woman ; “ but then | 
one he threw hit me.” 


A Learned Irish jadge, amongst other peculi- | 


arities, had a habit of beggiog pardon on every 
occasion. On circult his favourite expression | 
was employed in a singular manner. At the | 
closé of the assize,as he was about to leave the | 
bench, the cfficer of the court reminded him that 
he bad not 
crimirals as had intended. “ Daar me!” 
said bie lordship, “I really beg his pardon. 


d sentence on onégof the | 


Recgnt Ly a journalist who wished to interview 


| an officer at the barracks, found that bis man 


was in bed and sleeping soundly. “Is there no 
way of getting at him?” he asked. ‘ No,” re- 
plied the humorous sentinel, ‘‘ he’s now a retired 
officer.” “Smart, ain't you?” said the news- 
man, “ No,” replied the sentinel, '‘ Smart’s 
on the retired list, too—I'’m Brown.” 


In a Great Western Railway carriage, on the 
way up to London,» youth had disturbed and 
annoyed the other passengers by lond and inane 
remarks during the greater part of the journey. 
As they passed Haawell Lunatic Asylum, he re- 
marked: “I often think how nice the ssy!um 
looks from the railway.” “Some day,” growled 
an old gentleman, as he put up his paper before 
his face, “ you will probably have occasion to 
remark how nice the railway looks from ibe 
asylum.” 


A WELL KNOWN American lawyer was once 
engaged ina caee before a judge noted for his 
ignorance of the law. During the trial the jadge 
gave a ruling which incensed him exceedingly. 
With hands trembling and his thin face red with 
anger he begsn to tie up bis papers, “Do i 
understand ?’’ asked the pompous judge, “ that 
you are trying to show contempt for thie Court 1” 
"No, air,” retarned the lawyer; “I am not 
trying to show contempt for this Court. On the 
contrary, Iam doing my best to conceal it.” 
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‘‘HASTINGS’’ 


Lady's or Gentleman’s, PRICE 


IN CASH 
PRIZES. 


Special offer until the end“of November, to purchasers of the 


SILK NECKTIE. 


1s. 6d., Carriage Paid, in Box. 


Just introduced. Enormous success. Fit for Prince or Princ:ss. The most astounding value ever offered 
to the Public, “The “‘ Hastings” Silk Necktie is worn by Titled Ladies, Nobility, Clergy, &c , and is « niarvel 
of neatness, Sond fer gne at once. A handsome and useiul Present for Birthday or Souvenir for friend—Lady 
or Gentleman. 
65 PRIZES at £5 each - ~- ~ - £325 

given to rs who are correct in giving the names of the cight Towns. 
50 PRIZES at £2 each - - ° ~ £100 
to Buyers who give correctly the names of six of the Towns, 
50 PRIZES at £1 each - - . - £50 
to Purchasers giving correctly five Towns. prem 
100 CONSOLATION PRIZES of 5s. each £25 
To Buyers who give correctly four Towns. -_— 
No Prizes for Less than four. Nine Prizes already Paid TOTAL £500 


1 B-—-——!I—G—AM. | 


5s L—-N——N. 
6L—-—-C—-S—--—R. 
7-B~—- L—Y. 

3% M———O— es 


.T——-—ESB——Y. . 
INSTRUCTIONS — Fill in the dashes with letters to form the names of eight British Towns. Copy these on 


paper, and send to us with Postal Order 1s. 6d. (Foreign posts 


extra) for Necktie, and stamped Addressed 


Knv Ley sae ater Ay No more than the above-mentioned prizes can be given. The names of the 


eight Towns, toge 


er with list of Names and Addresses of Winners will be published in ‘‘ Pearson's 


eekly.” This offer will not appear when the Prizes have been (disposed of. 


Result, Necktie and Prize sent within Four Days. 


No Division of Prize Moncey. No Waiting. 


No Catch-Penny. 
A thorougbly Respectable and Genuine offer to make known the 


“HASTINGS” NECKTIE. 
Emporium, 


BROOKS & CO., The 


[Mention papen 


Hastings, Sussex. 








Hair, Whiskers, 
a few minutes. 


in the 
Dark Brown ; No. 4, Black. 








GREY EXZARE 


NECROCEINE (Registered). 


yg ee any shade desired. Does not stain the Skin. 
t ig harmless, Washable, Lasting, and Restores the 


Golour to the making detection impossible, and is undoubtedly the Cleanest 


World, No. 1, Light Brown; No. 2, Golden; No. 8, 
Sent secretly packed by post for 1s. 8d., 28, Sd., 36, 8d; 
5s. and 10s, 


Medical Certificate sent with each Bottle. 
Write for Unsolicited Testimonials. 


Address—M, LEIGH & CRAWFORD, 31, Brooke St., Holborn, London, E.C, 
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SOCIETY, 


Tae betrothal of Prince George of Greece and 
the Grand Duchess , daughter of the Grand 
Dake Michallovitch of ia, will be officially 
ennounted by the Caar and the King of Greece 
in November, 

Ir is possible that the Duke and Dachess of 
York vey Fi on from Denmark to Russia, as 
the Ozar Casritza have invited them to pay 
a cousiply vidit to the Russian Court before 


retarning to England, 

THe Qaeen, who used to have a t diclike 
té being p phed,; seems to have lost it 
very much of years, and bas on several 


occasions eubmitted herself to the camera for 
pictures of herself in the usual occupations of 
her domestic day. 

THE Queen has been falsely credited with an 
ant! tocate: The fact is that Her Majesty 
is en enthusiastic lover of dogs, but cannot. very 
well keep the two seb of pets about her at one 
aud the same time, © 

Tus Dake and Dachess of York are expected 
at Drums Castle, the Dumfriesshire seat of 
the Duke Dachess of Baccleuch and Qacens- 
verry, on December 29th, They will bs the 
guests of the Buccleuchs for four or five days, 
during which they will visit Dumfries, and be 
presented with a loyal address by the Oorpora- 
tion, The Prince and Princess of Wales visited 
Drumlanrig Castle in October, 1871, when they 
were the guests of the late Duke and Duchess of 
oe for pe 

ER Imperial Royal Highness the Arch- 
duchess Eilsabeth Marie of Austria is the only 
daughter of the Imperial Crown Princess of 
Austria aad the late Prince Rudolf, and her 
Imperial and Royal Highness would, {ff the 
Constitutional law of Austria were similar to 
ours, be heiress to the dual thrones, The Arch- 
dachess was born at Laxenburg, and tl, of 
course, the hter of the Hmperor of 
Ausiria, anti the apple of his eye. With her 
mother she hea been spending the summer at 
Bonchureh, fu the Isle of Wight, and will spend 
the remainder of the autumn at Spe, with 
my Royal gramdmother, the Queen of the 


3 8. 

Ir has been said that our Queen Intends to 
give the young Dutch Sovereign the Order of 
the Garter, and, of course, speculation Is 
indulged ia as to whether that lady will wear 
the actual Garter of blue and gold clasped 
around her left arm, aa did the Queen In her 
earlier years, but tho order is not likely to be 
conferred, It is essentially a man’s Order, and 
has nob been conferred on a woman for more 
than three centories, and the Queen only 
possesses It because by virtue of her position as 
Monarch of Great Britain ehe is the officlal 
head of the Order. Toe Order fs limited to 
the Sovereign, the Pcince of Wales, such de- 
ecendants of George I, as may be elected to it, 
and to twenty-five Knight Companions—noble- 
men of England. 

Waen the Sultan of Tarkey attends the 
Friday midday prayer at the mosque in Con- 
atantinople the garrison of thirty thousand 
men are stationed slong the ronte, so that he 
shall be safely guar from the moment he 
leaves his palace entil he fs on his carpet In 
the ssc-ed edifice. He often rides in a closed 
carrisge, surrounded by a body-guard, He 
caakes these weekly journeys in fear of his 
life, and he insists upon every precaution being 
taken, Taousands of people gather to see the 
Raler of the Faithful, but the best way to see 
him ry ;to get the ear . the ge nage or 
grand vizier, who, by judicious bribery, 
be prevailed upon to admit you to the 
strangers’ box of the morque, where 
and politicians, soldiers, sailors and ne 
jostle one another in their desire to obtain a 
glimpse of Abd-ul-Hamid ab prayer. 

Queen WitHEtMina of the Netherlands, who 
was appolnted Colonel of a Prussian Huesar 
regiment on the occasion of her eighteenth birth- 
dsy, by the German Emperor, makes 
number of Princesses who are Honorary C-lonela 
in the German army fourteen. 





STATISTICS: 


Tw thres years the expense of running an 
Atlantic steamer exceeds the cost of con- 
struction, 


Moupie'’s circulating brary in London has 
3,000,000 books constantly in circulation, and 
employs 178 people. 

‘BERtin fa one of the most cosmopolitan of 
European cities, Though it is the capital of 
Germany, only 37 per cent, of its inhabitants 
are German by birth. 

Tr is said that the average death-rate in 
European Raesia is 68 per cent, higher than 
in England. This means that, roughly epeaking, 
three Englishmen live as long as five Ruselans, 

By far the greater number of flowers have 
no ameli at all For instance, of the 4,200 
species of flowers In Earope only about 10 per 
cent. give forth any odour. The commonest 
flowers are white ones, of which there are 1,194 
kinds, and of these one-sixth are fragrant. 





GEMS. 


No matter how many mistakes you msy 
have made. The point is—what have you 
learnt by them ! 

Wat men want is not talent, {t ls purpose; 
fu other words, not the power to achieve, but 
the will to labour. 

Tae. mind requires not, like an earthen 
vessel, be kept full; convenient food and 
aliment only will {inflame id with a desire of 
knowledge and an ardent love of truth. 

THe basest thought possible concerning man 
is that he has no spiritual nature; and the 
most foolish misunderstanding of him possible is 
that he bas or should have no animal nature. 
For his nature fs nobly animal, nobly epiritual 
—coherently and irrevocably so ; nelther part 
of ft may, except at fte peril, expel, despiee or 
defy the other. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Drusstne FoR TomMaToxs.—Yolks of six eggs, 
one tablespoonful each of “butter, salt, sugar and 
mustard. Cream theee carefully, and add half a 
pint of sweet milk and half » pint of vinegar. 

PreszrveD Greex Tomatoxs,—Four Bhan : 
half pounds of green tomatoes, three pounds o! 
teat: lemon and ginger to taste. Oook thema 
little longer than {f pound for pound. 

PrerareD PrveaprLe.—Remove the yellow 
rind, and cut the in thin slices, Add 
half its weight of sugar, aud let it remain over- 
night. In the morning place over the fire and 
boil for one minute only, aud put in jars. 

RaspperRy Water Ict.—Press a sufficient 
quantity of raspberries through a sieve to give 
three pints of juice, Add one pound of pulverized 
sugar, the juice of one lemon and one teaspoonful 
of extract of raspberry. Place in freezer and 
freeze, ‘ 

Srrcep Crerrtes.—To seven pounda of the 
stoned fruit allow four and a half pounds of 
suger, a quart of vinegar (cider), four ounces of 
cinnamon, and two ounces of whole cloves. Tie 
the onions a bit g muslin, ot boll “a "= 
vinegar rt lor twenty minutes. Pat fo 
the fruit it cooks till the frult fs soft and the 
syrup ie rather thick, 

Barana CreaM.—Peal the fruit aod rub 
through & coarse sleve, add as much cream as 
there is fruit and a pinch of salt. To one pint 
of this mixture pub two ounces of powdered 
sugar; beat with a whip until ft fs i and 
frothy. Pile the mixture in glazees and sprinkle 

blanched and powdered almonds ou top. In 
the centre of each place a candied cherry. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

Fish, a3 a rule, Increase in weight and length 
every year up to their death. . 

A Geraas chemist passes a current of ¢' ctr. 
city through new wines and Uquors, and thus, in 
a few hours, imparts to them the properties 
naturally derived from age, 

Acetyiuys fe used fp 8 new French naval 
searchlight, which is dezigned to have the gene. 
ratiog spparatus mounted below the deck, with 
a pipe running up by the mast to the burner. 

In Gothic sculpture and tracery avgels are 
sometimes portrayed practising on the bagpipes, 
The plpes were occasionally used in churches 
before the introduction of the organ, early in the 
fifteenth centary, 

Erzunar, France, is undermined with miles of 
vaults, hewn ont of the solid chalk on which the 
city is built, These vaults are used chiefly for 
the storage of wine, One wine house has vaults 
covering an ares of 45,000 acres, 

Tux ordinary outdoor hat in Coren fs a curlons 
looking thing, having a brim a foot aud 4 halt 
wide, aud beiog made of & kind of atiff gousamer, 
of tiik or horsehair, dexterously worked in with 
finely-split bamboos, | 

Ax American lady bas patented an elecirl 
brush for pegege 1 ol -apeg which has the batiery 
in a casing in the back of the brush, the clreui: 
being obtained through the bristles and a con tact- 
plate in the handle, 

An early Anglo-Ssxon custom, strictly followed 
by newly-married couples, was that of drinking 
diluted honey for thirty days after marriage. 
From this custom comes the word honeymoon, 


hey call themselves—oi 
are the tallest 
human beings ia the world; the men averaging 
but slightly less than six feet, while individuals 
of four to six inches above that mark are not 
uncommon, 

ee ee eee a 
because white is the colour of the light 


few acattered specimens are discovered fliviing out 
to sea, and as the days by the cumber in- 
creases, until about July 14 or 15 the sky is 
occasionally almost obscured by wyriads of these 
frail ineecte. ea 
preserving m decs 
is being tried on a large scale, Instead of with- 
drawing the sap and 
substance, the wood is submitted to superheated 
alr, under o pressure of fourteen stmospheres. 
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KOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Evin —From Tennyson as you say. 

Caprratist.—We never advise investments. 

uM. B.—Your only course is to consult a solicitor. 

Prauctep.—The man is looking at the portrait of his 
own son. 


Bap Sreaxer.--Joining a debating society is good 
, certainly. 


Oty Reapsn.—Write to Secretary, Oheleca Hospital, 
giving full particulars of service. 

Peren —A shoal of herrings is supposed to consist in 
rambers from 800,000 to 1,000,000. 

Ayvony Tawawr.—The landlord can give notice, 
although there are no arrears of reat. 1 

Diex Waittreotom.— When they become plain citizens 
again the distinction passes from them. 

Fruxiprupa.—The invitations onght to go out in the 
yame of some male relative of the bride. 

Quaex Gsnraups.—M with a deceased hus- 
baod’s brother is not legal in country. 

Numo —To ‘remove piint splashed upon window. 
cones uns hot solution of soda and « saft flannel. 

cox. —“ St. George!” was the ancient war cry 

on Ragtiah ; Shakespeare so uses it in Richard I//. 


Evapwe.—There is only one marble statue in the 
world that has eyslashes, the sleeping Ariadne of the 
Vatiear. ‘ 

Cur —Tt canmet be fixed with but by sll 
sccounts it was about the of the sixteenth 


eentury. 


Eaccuaptvs. —A) y to any of the hospltal physictans 
or to the we seal "ccmagan They are ever ready to 


assist young students, 

Usccx.—A will need not be drawn ‘up by a lawyer, 
bat it mast be by a testator an@“two witnesses, 
in presence of other. . 

Beszpict.—A gentleman should first propose to the 
lady herse!f; she having consented, the application 
should then be made to her parente. 


Barrisx Susse0r.—The Prince of Wales is heir- 
apparent to the British crown, after him the Duke of 
York, whom failing, the Dalte’s eldest soz. cine: 

Exere asp Jon. —Ia Scotland, as elsewhere through- 
out the United Kingdom, it is legal not only for second 
cousins, but for first cousins as well to marry 

Weak ner wot Wickep —The second marriage would 
be illegal, if your husband should afterwards prove to 
have been alive at the date when it was contracted. 

SY OSes Se Se re a case for “~ 
w e responsibility you. ou 
had better consult a properly qualified man, 

LavypExss.—Lace seldom or never 


mond; May, emerald ; June, agate; July, ruby; 
August, sardonyx; $ 
carbuncle; November, topaz; December, turquoisc. 
4 Boor.—It is not good form to hasten in beginning. 
Be particularly in conversation when your 
late arrives amt. do not finish for a moment, then 


bad manners to appear hungry, especially in company. 

Jaret.—It is always destrable, when one is sensible 
of a defect in hearing, to consult 2 medical man on the 
Scbject, ag there may be nothing more seriously wrong 
than thickening pon the or drum, 
and that may be removed with the ; eometimes 


& 
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it ia dislodged by putting one or two drops of glycerine 


eepecially one getting into years. Dog biscuits with « 
suspicion of cooked some milk, vegetables, and 
cid wetue etaeen aaa ought to form the staple 
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represen 
cargo and attending to pas- 
sengers ; the poet is mach sought after, and influence is 
necessary to obtain it; the remuneration is nothing 
exceptional ; must be made to the superin- 
tendent of the you fancy. 
Sroperr.— Tse seven wise men of Greece who 
flourished in the sixth century before Obrist, and their 
were as follows: Blas, '‘ Most men are bad ;” 


dustry ;" Pittacas, ‘' Kmow th portunity ;” Bolom, 
“Kuow thysdf;” Thales,  Baretyabip is the fore- 


A Woman.— The quotation is from ‘‘ The Orphan,” by 

Otway. It should read, — 

“ What ity Uls have not been done by woman! 
Who w: betrayed the Capitol? A woman t 


Lrreratevr.—If you feel an impelling inclination to 

literary work, we see no reason why 

it—that is, the inclination—it will serve an 
at any rate, and as to whether you 


your that ie a matter for the 
future to decide ; you are still very young. While fol- 
lowing some mercantile pursuit sou might make 
literature a pleasant, satisfying and edifying pastime. 


CHILDHOOD. 


Wuen winter winds sound wild and ehril! 
A tiny red flower blooms ; 

Its crimson burns on heath and hill 
Through deep hibernal glooms. 


It smiles arnid some bitter blast 
And when the feet rains blow ; 
Weg an eae stricken and aghart 
It dames with tender glow. 


What joy of life thrills all its veins 
And head ! 


curves ita 
See how it drinks the falling rains 
That flood come river's bed! 


A child is kin to such a fower— 
To its irradiant strife, 

Which wins at last a precious cower, 
A loveliness of life. 


A child~a little child—you say ? 


. Time ts a suwed ange 
To this unbroken soul whose way 
Leads to some golden age. 


"ibe tengely of Bomsse, und Julles souk plane 
mso took 
five oe and a half, The time fs thus sppor- 
: Tae took place on Sunday, and on Monday 
and Jullet are msrried, On Jultet 
draught, and on Wednesday she is in 
On Thursday Romeo returns, and on Friday 
unfortunate pair commit suicide. 
D, R.—Mix chloride of antimony to a thin cream 
with olive oi), slightly heet the gon barrel, dress it 
th and it aside until the 


ning ed ; the operation 
may be by adding 2 little nitric acid to the 
cream; polishing fs best effected by rabbing with a 
oie St Net Sy Cost next give a coat of shellac 
with another rub of the polisher, 
“Kon-1-Noor. — The Kob-i-Noor diamond has a 
ia said to have belonged in turn 
¥ » the Afghan roler, and 
es wre Cant Benne hh ; upon the 
abdication Singh last 
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the flitch preceding them. This singular b 
was" ade by. one Robert Pitawalter, is the relnu of 





Meacts.—No; it tz not good form for a young man to 
t his arm along the back of the seat of a car, bebind 
young lady .whom he {s escorting. When one is 
seated in « public conveyance, ha or she, should always 
conduct themselves with the utmost precision of con- 
duct. A gentleman will always be attentive, assisting 
a lady in and out, and in every way making her as 
comfortable as possible, but it must be done naturally 
and unobtrasively. 


Iuprovison.—A couple of pretty Ottoman seate, 
which may be maie appropriate for any room, accord- 
ing to the character of their covering, ure easily menu- 
factared by sawing off « small barrel or keg to about a 
foot in . To the closed end, four short 
springs are affixed, which are then covered and fastened 
with a cireular ploce of sailcloth, firmly nailed to the 
wooden sides, which are also neatly eovered with the 
same kind of cloth. After this the seat may be 
upholstered as desfred. 


Axesnicay Gma.—The clam cocktail is propared vory 
much as the oyster relish of the same name. The title 
ot either is s misnomer, so fur as the we of eptrituoup 
Nquors fs concerned. Bither may be made without 
such. Half a dozen of the smallest clams are selected, 
and are served in a tall glass. Over them is poured a 
sort of sauce, made of « tabi ul of the Nquor, & 
pinch of cayenne, « tenspoonful each of vinegar, tobasco 
sauce and tomato catsup. Stir the cocktail before 
serving and send it to the table foe-cold, The cocktail 
ia eaten with an oyster-fork, a fow sips of the Uquor 
being taken alterwarde. 


Suster Doras.-—A girl of seventeen is too young to 
begin the course. As to the eubdject of health, strength 
and endurance, these qualifications are absolutely 
necessary. A large number of young women break 
down under the severe regime of the training process. 
Each hae its own set of rules, regulations and 

uireraents to which candidates for admiesion must 
eu ibe. The prcfession is not as lucrative ae it used 
to be, for the reason that there are more skilled nurses. 
Still a really first-class nurse, onco she has gained a 
pom a4 will always have plenty cf profitable employ- 
men’ 


Berry.—The ingredients are: Some jam, quarter 
pound suet, half pound flour, one miu! beking 
er, one teaspoonful sugar, some jam. Put two 
© tablespoonfuis of jam in a pudding dish, then 
make the following mixture:—Pnt the flour, euet 
chopped, the sugar and baking powder in 2 basin, anc 
raake it into a soft h with water or milk or milk 
and water. The dough should be quite soft, ao that 
it will pour out of the basin. Pour tais on the top of 
the jam in the pie dish; put it in the oven, and bake 
for half-an-hour. Stewed fruit may be used instead of 
jam. 


Reaper's Brorazr —A monitor fs in effect a floating 
battery. Ite main points are very light draught, 
extremely low freeboard, heavy armour plate and « 
small number of guns, which make up in great power 
what they lack in nambers, They are spoolally In- 
tended for harbour defence. Thoy sit very low in the 
water, the decks of some of them being almost con- 
tinuously washed by the sea. These boate would 
founder in a heavy sea, but iu smooth water are 
terribly effective. y are not built for speed or 
activity, being) great unwieldy tubs as for as sailing 
qualities are concerned. 


D. G. O.—Attach a plece of ordinary zinc to the 
articles and then let them lic In water to which a little 
sulpburic acid is added. They should be left immersed 
for several days or a week, until the rust haa entirely 
disa the time depending on how deeply they 
were rusted. If there is much rust a Httle sulphuric 
acid should be added oscasionally. Tho essential part 
of the provers is that the zinc must be in good electrica} 
contact with the fron. A good way is to twist an iron 
wire tightly around the object and connect this with 
the zino, for which a remnant of a battery zinc is suit- 
able, as it hasa binding post. Besides the simplicity 
of this process, it has the great advantage that the fron 
iteelf is not attacked in the least as long as the zinc is 
in geod electrical contact with it Delicate pieces of 
mechanism which have become badly rusted can be 
cleaned by wrapping a galvanised wire around them 
inatead of the zinc, in which case the acid should not be 
too strong. When the rust ig all out off the articles 
will appear dark grey or black. They must then be 
thoroughly washed and olled. It is well to warm them 
slightly when dry, s0 that the of] may the more easily 
sink into the surface. Where there are sharp edges 
and fine process is said to be eminently 
satl 








Tae Lonpow Reapre can be sent to any part of the 
world, free Three-halfpence Weokly ; or Quarterly, 
One ing and Eightpence. The yeariy subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including rishmas Part, is 
Eight Shillings and Eightpence, post-free. 

At Back Noumerrs, Parts and Votvume: aro is 
print, and may be had of any 

NOTICH.—Part 419, is Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
post free, Eightpence. Also Vol. LAX., bound in 
cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Toe INDEX ro Vor. LEX ts now Ready; Price 
One Ferny, post-free, Three-halfpence, 

Art Lerrens To Bz ADpRESsED TO THE Fritor 
or Lorpvon Rreapsr, 26, Oatherine Breet, Strand, 
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“ WORTH A GUINEA A BOX!” 


BEECHAM'S PILLS 


FOR ALL 


Bilious and Nervous Disorders 


SUCH AS 


SICK HEADACHE, CONSTIPATION, 
WEAK STOMACH, IMPAIRED DICESTION, 
DISORDERED LIVER « FEMALE AILMENTS 


Over 6,000,000 Boxes Sold Yearly. 


Prepared only by THOMAS BEECHAM, Sr. Herens, Lancasuire, and Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine 
Dealers everywhere, in Boxes, 1s. 1}d. and 2s. 9d. each. The 1s. 14d. Box contains Fifty-Six Pills. 




















BEECHAMS MUSIC FOLIC. 


Beyond contradiction by far the Cheapest and best Collection of Music yet published. 





VOLUMES i383 & 14 JUST ISSUED. 





Bzecuam’s Music Foro is lithographed from well-engraved plates on stout paper, and edited by an eminent professor of music : 
guaranteeing perfect accuracy. Hach volume contains thirty different pieces of music, either old gems or some of the most popular songs 0! 
the day, some of which, being published at 2s. have been included at considerable cost. The Songs have all the original Symphonies snd 
Pianoforte accompaniments in full. 





A ne th, Be A te ie le ie On i Bn te ie LO ie hn thie ne 


A List of the Contents of each Volume may be had on application from most Booksellers, or-from the Proprictor, 
post-free. 





Volumes can be obtained from most Newsagents and Booksellers at TWOPENCE each, or will be sent post 
free for Threepence per Volume, from 


The PROPRIETOR of “BEECHAM’S PILLS,” ST. HELENS, LANCASHIRE. 


Set of 14 Volumes Post Free for 2s. rod. 








Loado» : Published by the Proprietor, at 26, Oatherine § 





d. aud printed by Woonrais and Korosa, 70 to 75, Long Acre, W.d. 
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MELODEONS 


With Organ and oe Tone, 7 Charming Beli 
Accompanimen 


NO HOME SHOULD BE WITHOUT ONE. 

The Solemn Psalm, the Soul-s*tirri 
Song, and the Merry Dance,canall be 
ing natruments. 


yed on these Charm- 
No knowledge of Music required. 


@ 200,000 T 
Special Offer to the re i of the Loypon Rezapsr. 









l’s ‘‘Gem” Melodeo Price only 6/9 
Gemelli * *‘ Miniature” Melodeon” we oe wl 10/6 
Campbell’s ‘Paragon’ Melodeon .. ..  ... 9 14/- 
Campbell’s ‘‘ Favourite’? Melodeon oe 99 16/6 


Cut out this and send P.O.O, for the amount. Either sent carriage paid in Great 
Pritain ani Ireland. Money returned if nut approved. ORDER AT ONCE. 












97-8, now ready, 150,000 of these valuable lists sent out yearly. Send peuny stamp to 





Established 50 years. N.B.— Beware of worthless imitations. 








To Make a Delicious Cup of Tea without Using a Ph 


each 
sidan Nic¥ s* ——. plate = Be ah Silver 8s. 6d. | 
rae” Solid Hall-mar' ene : 1s. 6d. 
wie Cheaper cae Nickel 5 Silver ... 1s. Od. 
5 rt A INFUSE 







H. J.COOPER'S PATENT. 
(Mention Paper.) 


“UNICUS,” 





FOR SUSPENDING 
STOCKINGS 


CLI 


SOLD EVERY W HERE. 
SOLE MAKER-—ALFRED BREESE, LONDON. 


BOVRIL 


Is the vital principle of Prime Ox Beef obtained from selected 
Cattle reared in Australia and South America. It develops the 
Muscular System, giving Fresh Strength and Increased Vitality 
to the Healthy, whilst 


AS A 


Means of Stimulating and Sustaining Invalids it has no equal, 





| 
! 
| 
| 
being meat and drink at one draught, and providing the most 
} 
.——~—_. 7. 
i 


perfect Concentrated yet easily Digestible Nourishment in the 
form of a pleasant 


BEVERAGE. 


Bovril Limited, -Food Specialists, London, E.C. 


Directors : 


The Right Hon. LORD PLAYFAIR, G.C.B., LL.D., DR. FARQUHARSON, M.P., 
and others. 





-CAMPBELL’S 3. 


Hymn, the Cheerful 


ENORMOUS DEMANDS. Selling in ee | | 
estimoniais. 


All lovers of music should at once send for our New Illustrated Privilege Price List for | 


PBELL & 0O., Musical Instrument Makers, 116, Trongate, Glasgow. 


* Obtainable everywhere or Post-free from 


22, THAVIES INN HOLBORN CIRCUS, EC. | 


(VEN ‘ WITHOUT GARTERS. 








| WHELPTON’S PILLS 


Should always be kept at hand 


| wHexpron’s PILLS 


Have enjoyed 50 Years 
| waEwrron’s PILLS 

The Best General Far 
WHEL.PTON’S PILLS 
WHELPToN’s PILLS 


WHELP I on’s PILLS 


Will keep good in all Climates 


Success 


ily Medicine 


Cure Headache at Once 


Set your Liver in Order 


WHELPTUN’S STOMACH PILLS 
| The Best Dinner Pills 
||WHELPTON’S OINTMENT 
4 Cures Eczema 
WHELPTON S OINTMENT 
Heals Cuts, Burns, eto., like Magic. 


| 





Ask for WHELPTON’S PILLS ¢ see that you get them 


Sold by all Chemists, 7$d., 1s. 14d., and 2s, ‘ 
| Or of the Proprietors, 


G. WHELPTON & SON, 3, Crane Court, Fleet Street, 
London, E.C. 


Free by Post in the United Kingdom for 8, 14, or 33 Stamps. 


SULPHOLINE 


The Cure for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, == LO 0 i 


Blotches, Eczema, Acne, Disfigure- 
ments. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth, 
2s. 6d. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


Supple, Healthy. 
QUININE AND IRON 


to STRENGTH! 
y Big be BH! 
STRENGTH | 
GREAT SIGE STIVE STRENGTH ! 
Promotes Appetite, Cures Dyspepsia, 
Hvsteria, Wervous Complaints. &o. 


' 
Kd. per box, 








Bottles 
Sold 


Everywhere. 

















HOLLOWAY’S PILLS) 


CURE BILIOUSNESS, HEADACHE, CONSTIPATION, 
INDIGESTION AND ALL LIVER COMPLAINTS. 


By their use the Blood is rendered pure, the System strengthened, and 
Nerves invigorated. They may be used with perfect confidence by 


THE INVALID, THE YOUNG AND THE OLD. 


Manufactured only at 75, NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON; sold by all Medicine Vondors, 
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(GOLD MEDALLISTS), 
103, STRAND, 


The Paradise for the Deaf. 


F. C. REIN & SON, Patentees, Sole Inventors, and Makers of the NEW ACOUSTIC 
INSTRUMENTS, awarded Prize Medals in 1851, 1855, 1862, 1867, 1873, 1878, 1886, 1892, 
and 1894; Inventors, Makers, and Patentees of the ANTI-ACOUSTIC PROTECTOR, &c. 


ACOUSTIC HATS & BONNETS, 


For Ladies or Gentlemen, in all styles or to order. 





gE GEG IOP REPEAT COREE 
NEED ode Kd 8 ERS ESE PAS BU LUTE AEE 
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The greatest variety of ACOUSTIC INSTRUMENTS suitable for every degree 
of Deafness, for Church and general conversation—some to wear, some to hold, 
some to fit in the cavity of the ear, of flesh colour, hardly observable. 


ACOUSTIC CONVERSATIONAL TUBES, 


TO ANY AND FOR THE MOST EXTREME DEGREE OF DEAFNESS. 


EVERY KIND OF ACOUSTIC TRUMPET AND 
ACOUSTICAL CONTRIVANCE. 


Amongst our numerous and distinguished clientele may be mentioned H.R.H. the late DUCHESS 
OF KENT and several members of the Reigning Royal Families. 





WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST AND FULL PARTICULARS. 


F.C. REIN & SON, 108, STRAND, or omsie Rxeter Hall, LONDON. | 
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Pure—Wholesome—Delicious. 
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BIRD’S Rec ckitts 








CUSTARD PARIS 


POWDER 


is the unfailing resource of every Lady of 


BLUE & 


the House and successful Housekeeper. | UNLESS RECKI7 WRAPFER 


—_—_— 





NO EGGS! NO RISK! NO TROUBME TS 


204 be 
Us. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 























FOR YOUTHFUL APPEARANCE. BEAUTIFUL } HAIR, 








26, 36, 5). & 106 (PRIVATELY PACKED). 
J. BRODIE, 4} pavenue STREET, LONDON 
Established 1868,  Qnoe Tried, Always Used. | 











me cw ee ge pee acme Quickly correct al! 
c irregularities, remove} | 
all obstructions, andj | 
relieve the distressing 
symptoms so preva- | 
lent with the sex. 

Boxes Is. 1). & 2s. Od. (thet | 
latter contains three times 
the quantity)of all Chemists. 
Sent anywhere on receipt of 
l5or 84stampe by ©.T. Towix 
& Co., Manufacturers, Dry- 
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FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this COVER | 


piy—— 
ADYERTISEMENT MANAGER, 
26, Catherine Street, Strand, Londen, W.C. 





MALT VINEGAR, 


JAMS, SOUPS, 





CROSSE « 
BLACKWELL’ 


PUREE 
















PICKLES, SAUCES 


















AND 


POTTED MEATS 


Are sold by Grocers and Stores 
throughout the World. 


















FOR COUGHS, COLDS, 


DR. J, COLLIS BROWNE'S 


GHLORODYNE 





: 
| 
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R. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE 
is the TRUE PALLIATIVE in 
EURALGIA, GOUT, CANCER, 
bbs oammumes aerate 





ee 


MPORTANT CAUTION. 


The IMMENSE SALE of this REMEDY has given rise to many 


UNSCRUPULOUS IMITATIONS. 
Be careful to observe Trade Mark. 
Of all Chemists, 1s. 1}d., 2s, 9d., and 4s. 64. 





ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 










D*. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE 
rapidly cuts short all attacks of 


| 
| EPILEPSY, SPASM, 
| COLIC, PALPITATION, 


re YSTERIA. 














SOLE MANUFACTURER, 


J. T. DAVENPORT, 
33, GREAT RUSSELL STREET, W.C. 
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